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INTRODUCTION. 



Dan John L ydgate, monk of Bury St. Edmund's, 
the immediate follower of Greoffry Chaucer, was 
one of the most prolific writers this country has 
ever produced. Bitson, in his " Bibliographia 
Poetica,'' enumerates no less a number than two 
hundred and fifty-one pieces which acknowledge 
him for their author; and this list is far from 
being complete. To furnish, indeed, a correct 
catalogue of all his works would require more 
time than the editor of the present volume has 
had at his disposal, and he therefore contents 
himself with referring to Bitson's useful little 
work, and to Warton's " History of English 
Poetry,^' for particulars concerning the life and 
writings of our author. 

Materials for an account of Lydgate's life are 
scanty; and his " Testament,^' although curious 
as an early specimen of autobiography, doe^ not 
contain any direct facts. That he preferred play 
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to work when he was at school, and was fond of 
" telling cherrystones'*' and stealing apples, are 
perhaps to be considered more as characteristics 
of the age in which he lived, than of any pecu- 
liarities in his dwn taste. He was born, as he 
himself tells us,* at Lidgate ; and this fact 
appears to have escaped the notice of modem 
writers. It does not appear that any memorial 
of him is in our Record Offices.*!* We are even 
uncertain of the time of his death ; but it is 
very improbable that he survived as long as 
the year 1482, although most writers place the 
date of his death in that year.J In the first 
place, he wrote a poem addressed to Abbat 
Curteys,^ " In myn oold dayes ;'' and this abbat 
died in 1446, which shows that he must have 
attained an advanced age then. Again, he was 
a friend of Chaucer''s, who died in 1400, and says 
that he composed one poem under his immediate 
directions. It is no proof of his surviving to the 
accession of Edward, because a stanza on that 
sovereign is foimd in the poefs brief chronicle of 
the kings, in MS. Harl. 2251 ; for it is well known 
that such additions were often made by the tran- 

* " I was bom in Lydegate."— MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 283. 

t MS. Birch, 4246, fol. 60. 

X Ritson^s Bibliographica Poetica, p. 89. 

§ MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 43. 
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scribers of manuscripts;* and in MS. Bib. Reg. 
18 D. li, the same poem is continued to the reign 
of Henry VIII. From the MSS. which remain 
of his writings, I should be inclined to believe 
that he died before Edward''s accession, and there 
appears to be every adjunct of external proba- 
bility. In MS. Hari. 116, fol. 170, occurs the 
following epitaph, written probably soon after his 
death, and is probably the original inscription 
which graced his tomb :— 

Epitaphium Johannis Lidgate, monachi de Byri. 

"" Lidgate Cristoticon Edmundum, Maro Brittanis, 
Boccasiousque viros psallit; et hie cinis est. 

" Haee tria prseeipua opera fecit : — vij. libros de Christo ; 
librum de vita Sancti Edmundi ; et Boccasiiim de viris illus- 
tribus ; cum multis aliis."t 

Bitson observes that it is highly probable that 
some of the minor poems ascribed to Lydgate, 
are not by him ; and that, on the other hand, he 
may be the author of several pieces given anony- 
mously in manuscripts. The style, indeed, is 

* So in a manuscript copy of Lydgate's life of St Edmund 
at Oxford, MS. Ashm. 46, the prologue is accommodated to 
Edward IV. 

t In the ArcJuBologia, vol.iv. p. 131, is given the following 
epitaph : — 

" Mortuus seclo, superis superstes, 
Hie jacet Lydgat tumulatus uma : 
Qui fuit quondam Celebris Britanna) 
Fama poesU." 
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scarcely sufficient to determine the authorship, 
unaided by contemporary rubrics. Benedict Burgh, 
it is well known, was his pupil, and has most 
closely imitated him. This latter writer finished 
Lydgate"'s translation of the Secreta Secretomm^ 
which was left incomplete by the hand of death : 
" Here deyed this translatour, a nobil poete, and 
the yonge folowere gan his prologe on this wyse,'"* 
which, as curious and serving for a comparison, I 
here insert :— 

[From MS. Sloan. 2464, fol. 36-88.] 

Tbndibnbsse of age and lak of elloquence, 

This feeiful matere savyi]^ supportacioun, 

Me hath constreyned to put in sospence, 

From yow, mj lord, to whoom recomendacioun, 

I meklj do sende with al snbjeccioun, 

The dulnesse of my penne yow hesechyng t'enlumyne, 

Which am nat aqueynted with the musys nyne. 

Wher flour of knyghthood the bataylle doth refuse, 
What shulde the dwerffe entre into the place? 
Bareyn in sentence shulde hymsylf excuse, 
And by presumpcyoun nat shewe out his face ; 
Off John Lydgate how shulde I the sotyl trace, 
Folwe in secrees, celestial and dyvyne ? 
Sith I am nat aqueynted with the musys nyne. 

Frenescys sent from the lady Nature, 

For a conclusyoun hir joume to conyeye. 

As of Anthyclaudyan rehersyth the scripture, 

Be sevene sustrys in her passage took the weye, 

Gynnyng at grameer, as for lok and keye, 

In ordfe and proporsyoun folwyng the doctryne. 

Which was wel aqueynted with the musys nyne 
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These sevene sustiyn soTeroTn and entieere, 
Yif I my penne to this matere doo applje, 
The nyne musjs blame shal in maneere, 
That they un labonrjd stant on mj partje, 
I jaffe noon attendaunce, I may it nat denye, 
How shnlde I thanne my matere doo combyne, 
Which am nat aqueynted with the musys nyne ? 

These sustrys cheyned in parfight unyte, 

Departe may not by natural resoun, 

Ech with othir hath eternity, 

How shulde I thanne use persuasioun, 

Of my purpoos to have conclusyoun. 

In ech science fayUyng degre and signe, 

For lak of aqueyntaunce of the musys nyne. 

Yif I shulde talke in scyencys tryvyal, 

Gynnyng at grameer, in signes and figurys, 

Or of metrys the feet to make equal, 

Be tyme and proporcioun kepyng my mesurys, 

This lady lyst nat to parte the tresourys, 

Of hire substaunce to my childhood incondigne, 

Which am nat aqueynted with the musys nyne. 

This mateer to conveye by trewe condusyoun, 
Veritees of logyk certys I must applye, 
Wheer undir flourys restith the scorpioun, 
Which I fere to take for my partye, 
Premyssys congrew which can nat applye, 
Of old philisoffires to folwe the doctryne, 
Sith I am nat aqueynted with the musys nyne. 

I have with TuUy gadryd no fressh flours, 

The chaar of Fronescis to paynte in dewe manere, 

With Petir Petrarke of rethoryk no colours, 

Of teermys ne sentence in my wrytyng doth appere, 

Arismetryk nor musyk my dulnesse doo not clere, 

How shulde I thanne by geometrye drawe ryght lyne, 

Which am nat aqueynted with the musys nyne ? 



X 



Off astronomye the secrees inyiaible, 
Unlmowe witii Tholcnnye I fie^lle cognicioun, 
Which by invencjoun to me be imposdble, 
Withoate doctours and exposicioun ; 
Or of this sevene to make a declaracioun, 
Afftir jour entent this treetjs to combyne, 
Which am nat aquejnted with the musys nyne. 

These thynges peysed myn hand make to quake, 
Thre causys considred in especial, 
First of this book the difficult^ to take, 
Secunde of the persone, the magnificence royal, 
To whom I wryte into tremlyng cause me fal. 
Of dirk ignoraunce feryng the engyne, 
Which am nat aqueynted with the musys nyne. 

The thrydde cause in the audight countable, 

Entitled and rollyd ckT my remembraunce, 

Is that detractours, odyous and detestable, 

Unto Allecto knet be afff aunce. 

With sotyl menys shal make pertnrbaunce, 

Affermyng to my witt to moche that I enclyne, 

The werk to a taste not knowyng the musys nyne. 

Thus atwen tweyne pereel of the see, 
Sylla and Karybdys put in desperacioun , 
What to resceyve and which for to flee, 
Constreyned I am to make dubytacioun, 
The sharp corosye of fretyng detractioun. 
First I feere to my partye shal enclyne, 
Sith I am nat aqueynted with the musys nyne. 

The secund pereel by computacioun, 

In whiche I stande this is incertayn, 

Feer and dreed of indigpfiacioun, 

Of youre lordship which doth nat dysdeyn. 

Me to exhorte to wryte in termys pleyn, • 

A part of secrees celestial and divyne, 

Lefit of John. Lydgate wel knowyng the musys nyne. 
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Thus set in pereel fayl I my socour, 

Me doth coumforte a proverbe in myn entent, 

Eche tale is endyd as it hath favour, 

Wherfore to dreed no lengere I wyl assent, 

But hreeffly Ailfille your comaundement, 

In modir tounge this matere to combyne, 

Which fituffe support knowe not the musys nyne. 

The few notes which are added at the end of 
this volume have been selected from materials at 
hand, and without any attempt at continuous 
illustration, which, in a work of this nature, might 
be extended to any assignable length. 

J. 0. HALLIWELL. 



35, Alfred Place, London, 

20th September, 1840. 
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LYDGATE'S MINOR POEMS. 



THE ENTRY OF HENRY THE SIXTH INTO 

LONDON AFTER HIS CORONATION 

IN FRANCE. 



The following poem gives a very minute description of the 
manner in which Henry the Sixth was received in London after 
his coronation, and of the pageant upon that occasion. Three 
copies of it exist in MS. in the British Museum, viz. MS. Harl. 
665, fol. 114-]24; MS. Cotton. Julius, B. ii. fol. 87-98; and 
MS. Cotton. Cleop. C. iv. fol. 38-48. From the two first of these 
MSS. an edition was printed hy Sir Harris Nicolas (London 
Chronicle, p. 235*250) ; hut the third MS. has entirely escaped 
the notice of antiquaries, and, as it presents a more complete text 
than the other two, we give it verbatim, 

Ahout one-third of this article, taken from MS. Harl. 565, is 
printed in Malcolm's " London," vol. ii. p. 89 ; but it conveys, as 
Sir H. Nicolas justly observes, " a very imperfect idea of the 
whole composition ; for not only has the orthography of the ex- 
tract been modernized, but the most interesting descriptions do 
not occur." The following extract from a continuation of the 
Brute Chronicle in MS. Harl. 3730, contains a brief account 
of the argument of our poem : ** This same yere, the vj. day of 
Decembre, Kyng Henry the vj. was crouned Kyng of Fraunce at 
Paris in the church of oure Lady, with gret solempnit6 ; there 
beyng present the Cardinalle of Englond, the Duke of Bedford, 
and many other lordis of Fraunce and of Englond ; and after this 
coronacion and grett fest holdyn at Parys, the Kyng retornyd 
from thens to Hone, and so toward Calais. And ther, the ix. 
day of Feveryere, londed at Dover, whom alle the comons of Kent 
mett at Beramdoun, between Canterbury and Dover, alle in rede 

B 



2 lydgate's minor poems. 

hodys. And so com forth tyll he com to the Blake-heth, where 
he was mett with the maier Jhon Welles, with alle the craftes of 
London, clad alle in white. And so thei brought h3rm to London 
the xxj. day of the same moneth." Now as Lydgate says that 
Henry entered London ** on a thursday," and " toward the end 
of wyndy Februarie," the 21st of February, which fell on a 
Thursday, was doubtless the correct date at which the circum- 
stance took place. We refer. the reader also to the minute account 
of the ceremony given in Fabyau's Chronicle, (London, 1559, 
p. 423-7) in which will be found several of the verses used in the 
pageants. Another curious account of it is preserved in a manu- 
script at Lambeth Palace, and will be included in a volume I am 
now editing for the Camden Society. The " Rejoice to London" 
at the end of this poem, is also preserved in another of the 
Cottonian manuscripts, in a separate form. 



PUR LE ROY. 

Toward the ende of wyndy Februarie, 
Whan Phebus whas in the ffysshe eroune, 
Out of the signe, wiche eallyd is aquary, 
New kalendys were enteryd and begone 
Of Marchis komyng, and the mery sone 
Upon a Thursday sched his bemys bryght 
Upon Londone, to make them glad and lyght. 

The stormy reyne of alle ther highenes 
Where passid away, and alle her old grevaunce. 
For the vj.** Herry, roote of her gladnes, 
Ther hertes joy, ther worldis suffisaunce, 
Be trew dissent crouned Kyng of Fraunce ; 
The hevyn rejoyseng the day of his repayre, 
Made his komyng the wedyr to be so ffayre. 
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A tyme, I trow, of God for him provyded. 
In alle the hevenys ther whas no clowd seyne ; 
From other dayes that day whas so devyded, 
And ffraunchesid firom mystes and ffrom reyne ; 
The ayre attempered, the wyndes smowth and playne, 
The citezeins thorowou3t the eitee, 
Halewyd that day withe grete solempnyte. 

And lyke for Davyd aftyr his victory 
Reyjoyssed whas aile Jerusalem, 
So this citee with lawde, preyse, and glorye, 
For joy moustered lyke the sone beme, 
To yeve ensample thorowou3t this reme ; 
Alle of assent whoso cane eoncey ve, 
Ther noble Kyng were glad to resseyve. 

Ther clothing whas of colour fulle covenable ; 
The noble Mayer clad in reed velewet, 
The Schrevys, the Aldermen, fulle notable. 
In ffurred clokys, the colour scarlett ; 
In statly wise whan thei were mett, 
Eche oone welle horsed, made no delay, 
But withe her mayer rood forthe in her way. 

The citezens eche one of the citee. 

In her entent that thei were pure and clene ; 

Chees hem of white a fulle fayre ly vere. 

In every craft as it whas welle sene ; 

To shew the trouthe that they did mene, 

Toward the Kyng had made hem feithefully, 

In sondery devise embroudered richely. 

b2 
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And for to remembre of other alyeps, 

Fyrst Jeneveyes, thougbe they were straungeris, 

Florentynes, and Venycyens, 

And Esterlinges, glad in her maneres, 

Conveyed withe sergeauntes and other ofBceres, 

Estatly horsed, aftyr the maier riding, 

Passid the subbarbis to mete withe the Kyng. 

To the Blak-hethe whan the did atteyne, 

The meyer, of prudens in espeeialle, 

Made hem hove in rengis twayne, 

A strete betwene eche party lyke a walle, 

Alle clad in white, and the most principalle 

Afforne in reed, withe thaire mayre ryding, 

Tyll tyme that he saughe [the Kyng] komyng. 

Than withe his sporys he toke his horsse anone, 
That to behold it whas a noble sighte, 
How lyke a man he to the Kyng is gone, 
Righte well cheryd of hert, glad, and lighte ; 
Obeyeng to him, as him owght of righte : 
And aftyr that he knonnyngly abbarayed, 
And to the Kyng evyn thus he sayd ; 

« 
" Sovereifijn lord and noble Kyng, ^e be welcome oute 

of 3oure reame of Fraunce, into this blissed reme of 

Englond, and in espeeialle unto your most notable Citee 

of London, otherwyse callyd youre chambyr. We 

thankyng God of the good and gracios arenyng of 

yowre croune of Fraunce, beseching his mercyfull grace 

to send yow prosperite and many jeris, to the comfort 

of alle youre lovyng peple." 



lydgate's minor poems. 



But for to tellyng alle the circumstaunces, 

Of every thinge shewid in sentence, 

Noble devices, diverse ordinances, 

Conveyed be scripture withe fulle grete excellense ; 

Alle to declare, I have noone eloquence ; 

Wherfore I pray to alle that schalle it reede, 

For to correcte where as thei see nede. 

Fyrst whan he whas passid the Fabor, 
Enteryng the brygge of this noble cite, 
Ther whas a piler reysed lyke a toure. 
And theron stood a sturdy champion, 
Of looke and chere stern e as a lyon ; 
His swerd upreryd, proudly gave manace, 
Alle foren enmyes from the Kyng to enchase. 

And in defence of his state rialle, 
The geaunt wold abyde eche aventure. 
And all assautis that were martialle 
For his sake he proudly wold endure ; 
In tokyn wherof he had a scripture 
On outher side declaryng his entente 
Wiche seyd thus, be good avisement : — 

" AUtho that bethe enmyes to the Kyng, 

I schalle hem clothe withe confusione ; 

Make him myghti be vertuos levyng, 

His mortalle foon to oppressen and bere adoune. 

And him to encresin as Cristis champion ; 

Alle myscheffes from him to abrigge, 

Withe the grace of God, att the entryng of the brygge/ 
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Twoo antelopis stondyng on outher syde, 
Withe the armys of Englond and of Fraunce, 
In tokenyng that God schalle for him provide, 
As he hathe title be juste enheritaunee, 
To regne in pees, plente, and plesaunee ; 
Sesing of werre, that men mowghe ride and gonne, 
As trewe liegis, ther hertis made bothe oone. 

Ferthermore, so as the Kyng gan ride, 

Midde of the brigge ther whas a toure over loft ; 

The lord of lordis beyng ay his gyde, 

As he hathe be and yet wolle be fulle ofte ; 

The tour arrayed withe velwettes softe, 

Clothis of gold, silke, and tapeery, 

As apperteinethe to his regally. 

And att his commyng, of excellent beaute, 
Be[n]yng of port, most womanly of chere, 
Ther yssed oute empresses thre, 
Theire here displayed, as Phebus in her spere. 
Withe erounettes of gold and stonys clere ; 
Att whos outecomyng they gaff suche a lyghte. 
That the beholders were stonyed in ther sighte. 

The ffirst of hem callyd whas nature. 
As sche that hathe under her demeyne 
Man, best, and foule, and every creature. 
Eke hevyn, and erthe, and every creature, 
Withein the bondys of her goldyn cheyne. 
This empresse of custum dothe embrace ; 
And next her komythe hir suster callid grace. 
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Passing famos, and of the grete reverence, 

Most desired in all regiouns ; 

For where that ever schewithe her presence, 

Eche bryngithe gladnes to citees and tounnes. 

Of alle welfare sche haldithe the possessiouns, 

For, I dar say, prosperite in no place 

No while abidithe, but yef ther be grace. 

In tokyn that grace schuld long contenewe. 
Unto the kyng sche schewd her full benigne ; 
And next her come the emperesse Fortune, 
To apperyng him with many a noble signe. 
And riall tokyns, to schew that he was digne, 
Of God disposid as grace list to ordeyne. 
Upon his heede to were crownys tweyne. 

Thes thre ladyes, alle of one entent. 
Three gostly giftes, hevenly and devyne. 
Unto the kyng anone they did present, 
And to his highenes thei did anon enclyne, 
And what thei weryn pleynly to termyne ; 
Grace gaff him first at his comyng. 
Two riche gilTtis, sciens and connyng. 

Nature gaff him eke strength, and fayrenes. 
For to be lovyd and dred of every wighte ; 
Fortune gaff him eke prosperite, and richesse, 
Withe scripture appering in ther sighte. 
To him applyed of verray dew righte, 
" First understond and willfully procede, 
And long to reigne," the scripture sayd indede. 
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This is to inene who so understood arighte, 

Thow schalt be fortune have long prosperite ; 

And be nature thou schalt have strenghte, and myghte, 

Forthe to procede in long felieite ; 

And grace also hathe graunted unto the^ 

Vertuosly long in thi rialle citee, 

Withe cepture and crouns to regne in equite. 

On the righte hond of this empresse 

Stode vij. may dens verray celestialle ; 

Lyke Phebus bemys shone her goldyn tresses, 

Uppon her hedis eche havyng a cornalle. 

Of port and chere semyng inmortalle^ 

In sighte transendyng alle erthely creatures. 

So aungelyk thei weryn of ther figures. 

Alle clad in white, in tokyn of clennes, 

Lyke pure virginis as in ther ententis, 

Schewyng owghtewarde in hevenly fFresshe bryghtenes; 

Stremyd with sonnes were alle her garmentis, 

Afforne provyded for pur innocentis : 

Most columbyne of chere and of lokyng, 

Mekely roos up at corny ne of the kyng. 

They had on bawderykys alle of saffer hewe, 
Goyng owtward gave the kyng salue, 
Hym presentyng withe her gyftes newe, 
Lyke as them thoghte it whas unto them dewe ; 
Wiche gostely gyftes here in ordyr sewe, 
Downe discendyng as sylver dewe from hevyn, 
Alle grace include withein thes gyfftes vij. 
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Thes rialle gifftes been of verteu most 
Gostly coragis, most sovereigly delyte, 
Thes gyfftes callyd of the Holy Goste, 
Outeward ffigured ben vij. dowys white, 
Seyeng to hym, lyke as clerkes wryghte, 
" God the ffulfylle withe intelligence, 
And withe a spy rut of goostly sapience. 

God send also unto thy most vayle, 

The to preserve ffrom alle hevynesse, 

A spiryt, a strenghte, and of good counsaylle. 

Of connyng, drede, pytee, and lownesse." 

Thus thes ladies gan her gyftes dresse, 

Grasciosly at ther owte comyng, 

Be influence lighte upon the kyng. 

Thes empresses liadd on ther left side 

Other vij. virgenis,.pure and clene, 

Be attendaunt contynuelly to abyde, 

Alle clad in white, smy tt fuUe of sterris schene ; 

And to declare what thei wold mene^ 

Unto the kyng withe fulle grete reverence 

Thes were thre giffles shortly in sentence : — 

" God the endew withe a croune of glory ; 

And withe septre of clennes and pitee, 

And withe a swerd of myghte and victory^ 

And withe a man telle of prudens clad thou be : 

A scheld of feithe for to defende the, 

An helme of helthe wroughte to thyne encreses, 

Gyrt withe a gyrdelle of love and parfite pees. 



»» 
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Thes vij. virgens, of sighte most hevenly, 

Withe hert, body, and handes rejoyseng, 

And of ther cheris aperid murely, 

For the kynges graeios home comyng ; 

And ffor gladnes they began to syng, 

Most aungelyk with hevenly armony, 

This same roundelle wiche I schalle now specify. 

" Sovereigne lord, welcome to youre citee I 
Welcome oure joye, and oure hertes plesaunce ! 
Welcome oure gladness, welcome oure suffisaunce ! 
Welcome I welcome ! righte welcome mot ye be ! 
Singyng to fforn thi rialle majeste, 
We say ofPte hert, withowte variaunce, 
Sovereigne lord, welcome, welcome ye be ! 

" Meire, citezins^ and alle the comynalte, 

Att youre home comyng now owghte of Fraunce, 

Be grace relevyd of ther old grevaunce. 

Sing this day, withe grete solempnite, 

Sovereigne lord, welcome to youre citee I " 

Thus resseyved, an esy pase riding. 

The kyng is intered into this citee ; 

And in Cornhille, anone at his commyng^ 

To do plesaunce to his majeste, 

A tabernacle surmontyng of beaute 

Ther was ordeyned, be fuUe ffresshe entayle, 

Richele arrayed withe rialle apparaylle. 
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This tabernacle of most magnyfycence 
Whas of his byldyng verry imperialle, 
Made for the lady dame Sapience, 
To-fore whos face, most statly and rialle. 
Were the vij. science callyd liberealle, 
Round aboughte as makyd is memory, 
Wiche never departyd ITrom her consystory. 

First ther whas Gramer, as I reherse cane, 
CheeiF ffounderesse and roote of alle connyng, 
Wiche had afore her old Precyane ; 
And Logyk had afore her stondyng 
Arestotylle most clerkly desputyng ; 
And Retoryk had eke in her presence 
Tulyus, callyd " Mirrour of Eloquence." 

And Musik had, voyde of alle discord, 

Boece her clerk, withe hevenly armony, 

And instrumentes alle of oon accorde ; 

For to practyse withe sugrid melody. 

He and his scolers ther wittis did apply, 

Withe touche of strengis, on organs eke pleyeng, 

Ther craft to schew at comyng of the kyng. 

And Arsmetryk, be castyng of nombrary, 

Chees Pyktegoras for her parte. 

Called chef clerk to governe her library, 

Euclyde toke mesures, be craft of Gemytre, 

And alder-highest tooke Astronomye 

Albmusard last withe her of sevyn, 

With instrumentis that raught up into hevyn. 
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The cheef princes callid Sapience, 

Had to-forn her writen this scripture, 

" Kynges," quod sche, " most of excellense, — 

By me they regne and most in joye endure. 

For thorow my helpe and my besi cure. 

To encrese ther glorye and hie renoune. 

They schalle of wisdam have full possessione/* 

And, in the ffrount of this tabernacle. 

Sapience a scdpture gan devise, 

Abylle to be red withowghte a spectakle, 

As yong kynges seyeng in this wise, 

" Understondith and lernythe of the wise. 

On righte remembryng the highe lord to queme, 

Sith 3e be jugis other folk to deme." 

Ferthermore the mater dothe devise, 
The kyng procedyng forthe upon his way, 
Kome to the Condyte made in cercle wise. 
Whom to resceyve ther whas made no delay. 
And middes above, in ffuUe riche aray, 
Ther satt a child off beaute precellyng, 
Middes of the trone, rayed lyke a kyng. 

Whom to governe, ther were figured tweyne, 

A lady Mercy satt on his righte side, 

On his righte hond, yef I schuld not fayle, 

A lady Trouthe his domys to provide, 

The lady Clennes aloft did abyde. 

Off God ordeigned in the same place, — 

The kynges trone strongly to embrace. 
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For be the sentence of prudent Salaman, 

Mercy and right kepyng every kyng, 

And clemence kepte be reson, 

His myghti trone ffrom myschef and fallyng ; 

And makithe it strong withe long abydyng ; 

For I dar say thees sayd ladyes thre 

A kyng preserve in long prosperite. 

Than stood also, afore the sayd kyng, 

Two jugis withe full hihe noblesse, 

Yiij. sergeauntes, ethon presentyng. 

For comyn profite, dome, and rightewisnes. 

Withe this scripture in every mannys sighte, 

** Honor of kyng, wiche I schalle expresse, 

Of comyn custome, lovithe equitc and righte." 

Kyng David wrote, the sawter berithe wittnes, 

" Lord God," quod he, " thy dome yeve to the kyng," 

And yeff thy trouthe and rightewisnes ; 

The kynges sone here in his levyng, 

To us declaryng, as by ther wrytyng, 

That kynges, princes, schuld aboujt hem drawe 

Folk that be trew, and well expert in the lawe. 

The kyng fforthe riding enterid into Chepe, 

A lusty place, a place of alle delites, 

Come to Condyte were, as cristall stoon, 

The watyr ranne lyke wellis of Paradise, 

The hobom lycor, fulle riche and of gret prise, 

Lyke to the watyr of Archideclyne, 

Wiche be meracle were turned into wyne. 
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Thetes wiche is of water chef Goddes, 
Had of the welle pouer noone ne myghte, 
For Boehous schewed ther his fulsomnes 
Off holsome wynes to every maiier wighte ; 
For wyne of nature makithe hertes lyghte, 
Wherfor Bachus, att reverence of the kyng, 
Shedd out his plente at his home corny ng. 

Wyne is a lycor of grete recreacioun, 

That day presentyd in tokyn of alle gladnesse, 

Unto the kyng of ffamous of highe renoun, 

From texile alle maner hevinesse ; 

For withe his comyng, the dede berithe witnesse. 

Out of the lond he put awey alle trobelle. 

And made of newe oure joies to be dobelle. 

Eke att thes wellys there were virginis thre, 
Wiche drew of wyne up joye and of plesaunce, 
Mercy and Grace, ther suster eke Pitee, 
Mercy mynestered wynes of attemperaunce ; 
Grace sched the lycour of good governance. 
And Pitee proferred, withe ffuUe good ffoyson, 
Wynes of comfort and consolation. 

The wyne of Mercy staunchithe be nature 
The gredy thristis of cruelle hastynes, 
Grace withe her lycour cristallyne and pure 
Defferrithe vengeaunce off ffuriose woodnes, 
And Pite blemeshithe the swerd of rightewisne ;- 
Covenable wellys most holsom of savour, 
For to be tasted pf every governour. 
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0, how these wellis, whoso take good hede, 

Withe her lycoros most holsome to attaine, 

Affore devised notabely indede 

For to accordyne with the maiers name,* 

Wiche by report of his worthi fame. 

That way whas besy in alie his governaunce, 

Unto the Kyng for to do plesaunce. 

Ther wher eke treen, withe levys ffresshe of hewe, 
AUe tyme of yere, fuUe of frutis lade, 
Of colour hevenly, and ever i-liche newe, 
Orengis, almondis, and the pome-garnade, 
Lymons, datez, ther colors ffresshe and glade, 
Pipus, quinces, blaunderelle, to disport, 
And the pome-cedre corageos to recomfort. 

Eke the frutis wiche more comon be, 
Quenyngez, pechis, costardes, etiam wardons. 
And other many fuUe faire and ffresshe to see ; 
The pome-watyr, and the gentylle ricardons ; 
And ageyns hertis ffor mutigacions, 
Damysyns wiche withe her taste delyte, 
Fulle grete plente bothe of blak and white. 

And beside this graciose paradise. 
And joy and gladnes for to multeplye, 
Two old men, ffull circumspecte and wise, 
Ther didd appere lyke ffolkes of ffayre, 
The tone was Ennok, the toder whas Elye, 
The kyng presentyng ther giftes ful notable. 
That God conferme his state ay to be stabylle. 

* [John Welles.] 
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The first seyd, withe benigne chere, 

Gretely desireng his prosperite, 

That noon enmyes have in him powere^ 

Nor that no child be falee iniquite 

Parturbed never his felieite ; 

Thus old Ennok the processe gan welle telle, 

And prayd for the kyng, os he rod be the welle. 

Afiltyr Elyas, withe his lokkes hore, 

Seyd welle devoutly, lokyn on the kyng, 

" God conserve the, and kepe the evermore," 

And make him blissed, here in erthe levyng. 

And preserve him in alle manner thing, 

And specially amongis kyngis alle, 

In enmyes handis that he nevir ffalle. 

And att firountor of thees welles clere, 

Ther whas a scripture commendyng ther lycour,- 

'* 36 schall draw wateris, withe good chere, 

Oute of wellis of cure Saviour, 

Wiche have vertu to curen alle langueres, 

Be influence of her grete swettness, 

Hertis avoydyng of alle ther hevyness.'* 

Than flrome these wellis of flulsome abundaunce, 
"Withe ther lycoures, as eny cristalle clene, 
The kyng rood forth, withe sober contenaunce. 
Toward a castelle bylt of jasper grene, 
Upon whos towris the sonne schone fulle schene. 
The clerly schewed, be noble remembraunce, 
This kynges title of Englond and of Fraunce. 
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Twoo grene treene there grewe uprighte, 
Fro Seynt Edward and ffro Seynt Lowys, 
The roote I take palpable to the sighte, 
Conveyed be lynes be kynges of grete prise ; 
Som bare leopardis, and som bare fflouredelice, 
Id nowther armes found whas ther no lak, 
Wiche the vj.^ Herry may now here on his bak. 

The degre be just successioune, 

As trew cronycles trewly determyne, 

Unto the kyng is now descended doune, 

From ether parte righte as eny lyne ; 

Upon whos hede now ffresshely dothe schyne 

Two riche crounys most sovereing of plesaunce, 

To bring in peese bitwene Englond and Fraunce. 

Upon this castelle unto the thoder side 

Ther whas a tree, wiche sprang oujt of Jesse, 

Ordeyned of God ffulle long to abyde, — 

David crounyd ffirst for his humilite, 

The braunchis conveyed, as men myght see, 

LyneiEdly and in the genelogie, 

To Crist Jhesu that whas bom of Mary. 

And why the Jesse whas sett on that party, 

This whas the cause in especialle. 

For next to Poulys, I dar welle specify, 

Is the party most chef and principalle. 

Called be Londone the chirche cathedralle, 

Wiche ought of resone the devise to excuse. 

To alle the that wold ageyn it ffroune or musee. 
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And ffro that castelle the kyng ITorthe gan him drc 

Toward e Poulys, chieff chirche of this citee, 

And att Condite a lytelle and a lykenes, 

In devisible made of the trinite, 

A trone compassid of his rialle see, 

Abowte wiche schortly to conclude, 

Of hevenly aungelys were a grete multitude. 

To whom whas yoven a precepte in scripture, 

Wrote in the ffrountor of the highe stage, 

That they schuld done theire besy cure, 

To kepe the kyng sure from alle damage. 

In his liff here duryng alle his age, 

His highe renoune to sprede and schine fferre, 

And of these too remes to sesse the mortalle wem 

And last was wryten in the ffrontures, 

'* I schalle ffullefille him withe joy and habundauE 

And withe lengthe of holsom yeris, 

And I schalle schew him myne help withe alle ] 

And of his liegis ffeithelTulle obeisaunce, [saur 

And multiplie and ecrese his lyne, 

And make his noblesse thorowoute the world to sch\ 

" Love of his people, ffavour of alle straungeris, 

In bothe his remes pees, and rest, and unite. 

Be influence of the ix. speris. 

Long to contynew in his rialle see, 

Grace to cherishe the mayr and the cite, 

Long in his mynde to be conceyved. 

Here God woUe that day he whas resseyved." 
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Comyng to Poulys, ther he lighte a doune, 
Entered the chirche ffulle demure of chere. 
And ther to mete him withe procession 
Whas the erchebisshope and the chauncellere, 
Lyncolne, and Bathe, of hoole hert and entire, 
Salisbury, Norwiche, and Ely, 
In pontificalle arrayed richely. 

Ther whas the bisshope of Rouchester allso, 

The dene of Poulys, the chanons everychon. 

Of dew OS thei oughte to doo, 

On procession withe the kyng to goon, 

And thoughe I canne not reherse hem on by oone, 

3et dar I sey, as in ther entent, 

To do theyre dever fulie treuly they ment. 

Lyke ther estatis forthe thei gan procede, 

Withe observauneez longyng for a kyng, 

Solemplye gan him conveye in dede 

Up into the chirche withe fulle devoute singing ; 

And whan he had made his ofieryng, 

The maier, the citizins, aboode and left him noujt. 

Unto Westmynster tylle they had him brought. 

Where alle the covent, in copys richely, 

Met withe him off custume as they oughte. 

The abbot afiftyr most solemplye, 

Amonges the relykkes the septure ought he soughte 

Of Seynt Edward, and to the kyng it broughte, 

Thoughe it were long, large, and of grete wighte. 

Yet on his schulderis he bare it on heigh te. 

c2 
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Into the mynsteris while alle the bellys roDg, 
Till he kome to the highe auter, 
And fulle devoutly Te Deum ther whas song. 
And the peple, glad of looke and chere, 
Thanked God with alle her hertis entere, 
To se their kyng withe two crownys sehyne, 
From two trewes trewly fet the lyne. 

And aftyr that, this is the verray sothe. 

Unto his paleys of kyngly apparaille, 

Withe his lordis the kyng forthe gothe, 

To take his rest after his travayle ; 

And than of wisdome, wiche may so moche avayle, 

he mayer, the citezins, wiche alle this did see, 
Bethe home repay red into her eitee. 

The schirevis, the aldermen in fere, 

The Saterday alther nexte sewyng. 

Their meyer presentyd, withe alle ther hertis enter 

Goodly to be resceyved of the kyng ; 

And att Westmynster confermed their askyng, 

The meyre and thei withe fulle hoole entent, 

Unto the kyng a gifft gan present. 

The wiche gyfte they goodly han disposed, 

Tooke an hampyr of gold that schene so hone, 

A M^ pound of gold therin closyd. 

And ther withalle to the kyng they gone. 

And iFylle on knees to-forne him everychone, 

Fulle humblye the trouthe to devise, 

And to the kyng the meier sayd on this wise : — 
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" Most cristene prince aod noble kyng, the good folke 
of youre most notable cite of Londone, other clepyd 
youre Chamber, beseching in her most lowly wise, 
thei mowe be recoromaundyd unto youre highenes; 
*nd that it cane lyke unto youre noble grace to 
resceyve this litelle gift, geffen withe a good wille of 
tfouthe and loughenes, as ever eny gyfft whas joven to 
CQy erthely prince." 

Be glad, O Londone, be glad and make grete joy ! 

Citee of citees, of noblesse precellyng, 

In thi begynneng callyd new Troy, 

For worthinesse thank God of alle thing, 

Wiche hast this day resceyved so thy kyng, 

Withe many a signe and many an observaunce. 

To encress thi name be newe remembraunce. 

Suche joy whas nat in the consistori, 

Made for the triumple withe alle the surpluage, 

Whane Sesar Julius kom home withe his viciory, 

Ne for the con(|uest of Sipion in Carthage, 

As London made, in every maner age, 

Oute of Fraunce att home komyng. 

Into this citee of their noble kyng. 

Of vij. thingis I prayse this cite. 

Of trew menyng and ffeytheffuUe observaunce. 

Of rightewissnes, trouthe, and equite. 

Off stabylnes, ay kept in lyegeaunce. 

And ffor of vertu thou hast suche sufiisaunce, 

In this land here and other landes alle, 

The kynges chamber of custum men it caWe. 
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l'envoye. 

O noble meyer, be it unto your plesaunce, 
And to alle that duelle in this cite, 
On my rudnesse and on myne ignorance, 
Of grace and mercy for to have pitee, 
. My simple makyng for to take at gree, 
Considre this that in most lowly wise, 
My wille were good for to do yow servise. 



ON THE MUTABILITY OF HUMAN AFFAII 

From MS. Q. r. 8, fol. 25, in the Library of Jesus Col 
Cambridge. Other copies are in MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 15; 
Harl. 2255, fol. 3 ; and MS. Ashm. 59. 



ALL STANT IN CHAUNGE LIKE A MYDSOMER RO! 

Lat no man bost of konning nor vertue. 

Of tresoure, riches, nor of sapience, 
Of worldly support ; for all cometh of Jhesu — 

Conseul, confort, discrecion, and prudence. 
Provysion for sight and provydence. 

Like as the Lorde of Grace list dispose ; 
Some man hath wisdome, some man hath eloquenci 

All stant in chaunge like a mydsomer rose. 

Holsom in smelling be the swete floures, 
Full dilectable outwarde to the sight ; 

The thorne is sharp kevered with fresshe colours ; 
All is not golde that outward shewith bright. 
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A stokefissb boon in dirkenes 5eveth a light ; 

Twene fay re and foule, as God list to dispose ; 
A difference betwix day and nyght : 

All stant in chaunge like a mydsomer rose. 

• 
Floures open upon every grene, 

When the larke, messengere of day, 
Salveth the uprist of the sonne shene, 

Most amerously in April and in May. 
And Aurora, ageyne, the morowe gray, 

Causith the daysy hir croune to unclose, 
Worldly gladnes is melled with affray : 

All stant in change like a mydsomer rose. 

Atwene cokkowe and the nyghtingale 

There is a maner of straunge difference ; 
On fressh braunches syngith the wodwale ; 

Jayes in musike have small experience ; 
Clatering pyes, whan tha come in presence, 

Most malapert there verdit to purpose ; 
All thing hath favoure, breifly in sentence, 

Of soft or sharpe, like a mydsomer rose. 

The royall lyon lete call a perlement, 

All beestes aboute hym every on ; 
The wolf of malys, being ther present. 

Upon the lambe compleynyd ageyn reson, — 
Saide he maade his water unholsom. 

His tender stomake to hinder and undispose, — 
Ravynours reyng the innocent is borne downe : » 

All stant in chaunge like a mydsomer rose. 



24 lydgate's minor poems. 

All worldly thing braidith upon tyme ; 

The Sonne chaungith, so doth the pale mone ; 
The aureat noumbre in kalenders set for prime ; 

Fortune is double, dooth favour for no boone. 
And who that hath with that quene to doon, 

Contraiously she will his chaunge dispose ; 
Who sittith highest moost like to fall soon : 

All stant in chaunge like a mydsomer rose. 

The golden chayre of Phebus in the eyre 

Chasith mistis blake, that thay dar not appere ; 
At whos uprist mounteyns be maade so feyre. 

As thei were newly gilt with his bemys clere. 
The night doth folowe, appallith all his chere, 

Whan Western wawis his stremys overdose ; 
Reken all beaute, all fresshnes that is here, — 

All stant in chaunge like a mydsomer rose. 

Constreynt of colde makith floures dare 

With winter frostes, that thei dar not appere ; 
All clad in russet, the soil of grene is bare ; 

Tellus and Ymo be duUid of theire chere. 
By revolucion and turnyng of the yere, 

A gery march his stondis doth disclose ; [clere, 

Nowe reyne, nowe storme, nowe Phebus bright and 

All stant in chaunge like a mydsomer rose. 

Where is nowe David, the moost worthy kyng 
Of Juda and Israel, moost famous and notable ? 

And where is Salamon, moost sovereyn of kunning. 
Richest of bylding, of tresoure incomperable ; 
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Face of Absolon, moost fayre, moost amable ? 

Reken up ichoon, of trouth make no glose ; 
Reken up Jonathas, of frenship immutable ; 

All stant in chaunge like a mydsomer rose. 

Where is Julius, proudest in his empire, 

With his triumphes moost imperiall ? 
Where is Pirrus, that was lord and sire 

Of Ynd« in his estate royall ? 
And where is Alexander, that conquerid all. 

Failed laiser his testament to dispose ; 
Nabigodonosor, or Sadociopall ? 

All stant in chaunge like a mydsomer rose. 

Where is Tullius with his sugrid tonge. 

Or Crisostomus with his golden mouthe ? 
The aureat dytees, that he rade and songe. 

Of Omerus in Grece, both North and South ? 
The tragides divers and unkouth 

Of morall Senec, the misteries to unclose. 
By many example is full kouth ; 

All stant on chaunge like a mydsomer rose. 

Where been of Fraunce all the dozepiere. 

Which in Gaule had the governaunce ; 
Vowis of pecok, with all ther proude chere ; 

The worthy nyne, with all ther high bobbaunce ; 
Trojan knyghtes, grettest of allyaunce ; 

The flees of golde conquerid in Colchos ; 
Rome and Cartage, moost soverayn of puisaunce ? 

All stant on chaunge like a mydsomer rose. 
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Put in a som all marciall policy I 

Complete in Affrike and boundis of Cartage ; . 
The Theban legeon, exsaumple of Chyvaliy, 

At Rodomus ryver was expert there corage. 
Ten thousand knyghtes, borne of grete parage, 

The martirdome rade in metre and prose ; 
The golden crownes maade in the hevenly stage 

Fressher then lilies, or ony somer rose. 

The remembraunce of every famous knyght,— - 

Ground considred bilt on rightwissnes ; 
Rais oute iche quarell that is not bilt on right ; 

Withoute trouth what vailith high noblesse ? 
Laurear of martirs, foundid on holynes I 

White was maade reede there triumphes to disclose ; 
The white lillye was there chaast clennes ; 

Theire blody sufferaunce was no somer rose. 

It was the rose of the blody felde ; 

Rose of Jhericho that grue in Bedlem ; 
The fyve rosis portraid in the shelde, 

Splaid in the baner at Jherusalem. 
The Sonne was clips and dirke in every reme. 

Whan Crist Jhesu ^ve wellya list unclose, 
Toward Paradise, callid the reede streme, 

Of whos five woundes prynte in your herte a rose. 
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ADVICE TO AN OLD GENTLEMAN WHO WISHED 

FOR A YOUNG WIFE. 

The following poem is one of the best specimens of Lydgate's 
composition. It is taken from MS. Harl. 372, fol. 45-51 ; and is, 
I believe, the only copy of it known to exist The subject is a 
very favourite one of the time, and a somewhat similar poem was 
printed by Wynkyn de Worde, under the title of " The Com- 
plainte of them that ben to late maryed.' 



>» 



THE PROHEMY OF A MARIAOE BETWIX AN OLDE MAN 
AND A YONGE WIFE, AND THE COUNSAIL, dec. 

A PBiLosoPHRE, a good clerk secular, 
Had a frend that sumwhat was aged. 
In suche tymes as wyttes wex under, 
Whiche frend of his was at last encoraged. 
By flateres that by plesaunce hym faged, 
To have a wife, as happethe oftyne tyme, 
Where that requethe this fage this sory cryme. 

And yet the man wolde his counsel take. 
Of his trewe frende, the clerk that I of tolde, 
Whiche was ful fayne feithful counsel to make, 
For he was sclent, expert, and ful bolde ; 
And spared nat the man thouhe he were olde. 
For he set not by his wrethe a whistel. 
But wrot to hym this esuyng epistel. 

Myn olde dere frend, whi aske ye me counsaile ? 
If ye shal wedde to plesaunce of your lif. 



28 lydgate's minor poems. 

Fayne wolde ye wyte, if it were for availe 
For you to have a goodly one to wyf, — 
Yong, ffresshe, and fair, to stynt almaner strif. 
To your seinyng, and ye be ronne in age, 
Which other men calle bondage and dotage. 

Take good leyser or thou have manage, 

Be avised on Justynes counsail. 

The long cart ofilte hath hevy cariage, 

War placebo, leave hym for thine avail. 

After the knot it helpeth nat to bewail, 

Thanne is to late to sey, if I had wiste, 

Thynk on the end thouhe never so muche the liste. 

Remembre wele on olde January, 

Whiche maister Chauuceres ful seriously descry vethe, 

And on fresshe May, and how Justyne did vary. 

Fro placebo, but yet the olde man wy vethe; 

Thus sone he wexethe blynde, and than outhryvethe 

Fro worldly joye, for he sued bad doctryne ; 

Thenk on Damyan, Pluto, and Proserpyne. 

Thenk wisely thus, I have but yeres fewe. 

And feble I am, and febler shal bee ; 

If it me happe be coupled to a shrewe, 

My dayes are done, I may not flyt ne flee ; 

To shorte my lif and make bonde that was free, 

Become prentise and newe to go to scole ; 

Why shulde I so than, were I but a fole? 
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Thou seist*to me that she is ful demure, 
And for thi luf dothe moorne, weepe, and sihe ; 
I say an hauke comethe oftyn unto lure, 
Whan that a kyte atal wol not come nyghe ; 
A curre berkethe and fleetbe for he is siighe, 
The tauht grehound may sone be ledde away, 
Wepyng is wayt, vengeable this no nay. 

Thou answerist me, thou maist none other do ; 
I sey to the, thou myhtest if thou wolde ; 
Thou seist ageyne, constreyned I am therto ; 
And I sey efte, that many a coke is colde 
Whiche is aged ; and many a cok is olde 
On the dungehil, and mayntenethe al his flokke. 
But alle oure eyren comen of the yong cokke. 

Thou seist me thus, now in my tyme of age 
I am feble, and need good help to have, 
To keep my good ; I sey thou seist dotage, 
Seest thou not ofte a wedowe wed a knave ; 
And that the good man hadde that shal he have. 
At least the yong that can hym well bestere. 
Thus may thi man at thi pelouhe appere. 

Is ther no man that thou may on truste 

To keep thi good ? is no man trewe at al ? 

Ful ofte a wife is a broken poste. 

And he that lenethe may lihtly cache a fal : 

One prively she lovethe in especial ; 

Whan the man deiethe, ful often tyme is scene, 

Riht sone aftyr, ho before loved hathe beene. 
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Bethenk on this the fal of thi colour, 

Thy skyn sumtyme was ful, now is it slakke, 

For eyen and nose the nedethe a mokadour, 

Or sudary ; now coorbed is thi bakke ; 

Or sone shal bene as pedeler to his pakke, 

Thi chekes hangen, thyn eyene wax read as wyne. 

And wel belyned with good read tartaryne. 

Thy mone pynnes bene lyche old yvory, 

Here are stumpes feble and her are none, 

Holes and gappes ther are, I nowe for why, 

The harpe discordethe for the pynnes are gone, 

Two and thretty made of ful myhti bone, 

Whiche thou had erst telle, weel and see what failethe, 

And loke aboute to wive if it availlethe. 

Loke sone after a potent and spectacle, 
Be not ashamed to take hem to thyn ease. 
And than to wyving be thou nat racle. 
Beware of hast thouhe she behest to please. 
For whil she levethe thou lyvest but in disease. 
And castethe one to chese to hir delite, 
That may better astaunche hir appetite. 

And where thou seist thou hast a stomak colde, 
Therfore thou must have one to lig thertoo, 
For to be sekyr, not to be cokolde, — 
Hete thi pelow, this counsel I the to doo ; 
And no invencle, for if thou say thus loo, 
Yong womman may do more than fyere heet. 
She thynketh thi colde for hir is nothing meet. 
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Thou tellest me ofte that thouhe thou aged be, 

Thou hast gret lust and that thou felest wele. 

Abated sone may it be, telle I the, 

Sone hast thou done, it is not worthe a dele : 

Ful esily thou may thi corage kele, 

Be nat to hasty to venge the on thi foo. 

Rise up, go walk, and than is al a goo. 

Thou seist thou haddist in yong age wantoonesse, 

Therfore in olde age the nedithe have trewe spousaille. 

Canst thou no better come to holynesse. 

Than lese thiself al for a tikeltaylle ? 

Ful wery wil she be for hir avaylle. 

For lust and good if summe better can pay. 

Whereby she bidethe thi passage every day. 

War the sicknesse that called is the pank, 
A terme of court for the tide bitte no man, 
A maladie called male de flank, 
A bocche that nedeth a good cirurgian ; 
And but he be, she wol have men that can, 
That hathe the crafte and the kunnyng pure, 
To make a parfytt and a redy cure. 

Thou tolde me, frende, I herd it of thiselfe. 

That thou kneuhest one, nameles of me as nowhe, 

Unsatisfied a day in tymes twelfe. 

Whan xij. plowmen ered at the plowhe 

She had sikenesse, I wot. not where nen houhe. 

But thou calledest it the fevere of the crevil, 

Nyne tyme a nyhte she had the wicked evyl. 



32 lydgate's minor poems. 

Put nat the wyte of this tale upon me, 

That I forged it upon ray hed, 

For I herd it first of al of the, 

And than of othere ful ofte in many a steed. 

Many an ave, and many an hooly beed, 

Myht thou say, and praye for them may, 

If thou myht wynne so fair a weddyng day. 

Thi lusty leapes of thi coragious age, 
Thei are agoo thi rennyng and thi trippes, 
In thi forehed fele fridayes this no f»ge, 
Farwele the rudde that was upon thi lippes ; 
Unweldy wol thei be, bothe knees and hippes, 
Fele wel thiself^ and parceyve every dele, 
For wommans eye al this parceyvethe well. 

Thei can ful wele aspye in every syde, 
He berethe a name of godes and riehesse, 
Thouhe she be yong, yet wol she wele abide, 
Uncoupled to a fresshe man of innesse, 
And take a buffard riche of gret vilesse. 
In hope that he shal sterve withynne a while, 
After to have a yong one al bygyle. 

Than is ther crafte, whan she begynne to feyne 
As thowhe she loved the olde man al of herte, 
Halsethe and kissethe and wol hym not with-seyne, 
But flaterethe fast that goode now nat asterte ; 
But she have al than, thouhe he be nat querte, 
But turn up too and caste his clook away, 
That is to sey she carethe nat thouhe he dey. 
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She wol the chastise, if thou love honeste ; 
Voydyog slaundre, wyte the of gelousye ; 
Doute nat than but rebuked shalt thou he, 
She wol make men wonder on thi bodye ; 
Liche confessoures thei wil rowne pryvelye 
With other men, as it were gret counsail, 
Long and often ; war than the countertaile. 

Weaest thou nat ther wol be mekil stryve. 

Who shal have maistrie and the sovereynte, 

By trewe conquest betwix the and thi wife. 

Who shal prevail ? for sothe it wol be she I 

Elles pease and rest out of thine hous shal fie, 

And mydny the, matynes, evensong, prime, and houres, 

She wol the syng and weepe, sharp are thoo shoures ! 

And yet summe wyves wol fallen to consent 
Men to be maistres, so wommen have her wille ; 
That must nede be, or elles harm shal be hent, 
The husband must his wyves wille fulfille ; 
And who so yevethe counsel but not ther-tille. 
She makethe hym werer, for sume haten ful sore 
Such as ther husbondes loven and no man more* 

Ther was a wife that vii. husbandes hadde, 
And for vj. she wepte nat whan thei deied ; 
But for the sevent she wept and was ful sadde, 
Wherefore hir neighbures merveyled, and hir preied 
To telle the cause, and thus to hem she seied, — 
'* I may wele weep, and cause I have ther- to 
To care and moorne, with me standethe so. 
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" Of vj. husbandes whan thei were on bere, 

Was never none that passed unto grave, 

But I was purveied, whil he lyved here, 

Of a newe one ; but now, so God me save I 

I am onpurveyed, and wot never whom to have ; 

Thus must I moorne, for I am destitute, 

For now no man to me makethe ony sute I " 

Lo I lo ! my frend, take tent to this womman, 

That sex tymes had such purveyaunce ; 

Siker betymes, as many of them can. 

And namely in this case of chevysaunce, 

Make thou no doute but thou may leed the daunce 

Of Makabre, and the mene- while thi wife 

Is syker of suche as she loved in thi life. 

She wol perhappous maken hir avowe. 
That she wol take the mantle and the ryng, 
Whil thou levest, whan she knowethe wel y-nowe. 
Thou shalt be dede and have thi buryeng ; 
But yet she takethe the man and eek the thynge. 
And hir husband disceyvethe, alias I meschaunoe I 
Til she be syker of goode to hir pleasaunce. 

Thi wif wol be ful wyly, douht it nouhte. 

She lokethe aboute whil thou lyvest here. 

Where hir acquytaunce is, it shal be souhte. 

Most goodly persone, most leve and dere, 

That hir best likethe ; and whan thou art on bere. 

She thynkethe wel that one is yet alyve, 

That she mowe truste wol have hir unto wyve. 
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Thus is she redy, whanever it shal befalle, 

Ther is hir mynde til manage be made. 

Par case thi men in mynde she kepethe hem alle, 

Perhappous one is loved that wol not fade ; 

She cherisshethe hym, to hym hir hert is glade, 

He bidethe, she bidethe, at last the knot is knyt, 

Thei have thi good ; lewde man, wher is thi wytte? 

Puraventure thou hatest thi servaunt, 
Puraventure thi wife she lovethe hym best, 
Puraventure with good she wol hym daunt, 
And meryly he shal slepe in thy nest ; 
Whan thou art dead, in thi bed shal he rest ; 
And he and she shal have lond, fee, and foode : 
Avaunt rebel of the sore goten goode I 

He is a persone, she thynkethe, of fair figure, — 

A yong rotour, redy to hir pleasier, 

Hyr eyen she fixethe on him, this is ful sure. 

And lokkethe hym in hir herte hoote as fier, — 

And seethe the olde, hir colde and cowherand syer ; 

Thou gost thi ways into a fer cuntre, 

Thi lewde servaunt thi successour shal be. 

She wol ordeyne by menes ful dyvers. 
That the kyng, or som gret lord, shal wryte 
To hir lettres, hir hert ful sore to pers, 
Coriously and craftly to endyte 
For him, to whom was hir appetite, 
Beforn yoven, peraventure, many a day, 
Askauns she may nat to the lettres sey nay. 

D 2 
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This 18 the wyle of the worn man wyly, 

For she wol have hir wille at al hir lust ; 

Thou wenest wel but she is ful gyly, — 

Thou art decey ved whanne thou best gynnest to trust 

Thou thynkest hir poUisshed whan she is ful of rust 

Whil thou art here in hert she cherisshethe other, 

As thou he it were hir cosyn or hir brother. 

But be wel ware of feyned cosynage, 

And gossiprede^ and myhte of mayntenaunce, 

And lordes lettres^ and ravisshyng, and rage. 

For these are coloures and menes of myschaunce> 

Wherby thi wif shal have to hir plesaunce 

One or other, suche as she list to have 

In dyverse wise, whan thou art gone to grave. 

To make herof a confirmacioun, 

Lo I here a tale, and prynte it in thi mynde, 

Of a riche man who, by commoun relacioun, 

Had gret power and myhte, both lose and bynde, 

[n his cuntree ; yet, after cours of kynde. 

He was aged, and drouhe unto dotage, 

As olde men done that drawe to manage. 

At last ther was one aspired oute. 
Goodly of port, that had experience 
Wel of the world, that semed ful devoute, 
Humble, sobre, nortured with reverence, — 
A fair womman, save that indigence 
She was sumdele, that is for to say. 
She was nat riche and she was nat to gay. 
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This man was called Decembre of name, 
And gan to feble moche as age it wolde. 
But the woman kept hir out of blame, 
Ful wilyly, riht lusty, and not olde ; 
Hir name was July, hardly she was not colde, 
By cause of age, and feat was hir array, 
And after good she longed nyhte and day. 

He had knowlage of hir bi his espyes, 
And gat leiser to se hir pre vy lye. 
And spak with hir y-nowhe onys or twyes. 
And askid hir if she myht feithfullie 
Luf him of herte, and, morover, fynallye 
Become his wife, by spousayle fortunate, — 
Notwithstandyng his richesse and estate. 

And with that worde she fel ful humbely 

Unto the grounde, and seid, " wold God of myhte 

" I had be borne, by influence hevenly. 

So fortunate, that I myhte of rihte 

Do trewe servyce, as ancille ever in sihte 

Unto hir lord, and spare for non age, 

Wbiche was never apt to suche a mariage ! 

" For to be coupled to so hihe astate, 
I am unable, I am not apt thereto. 
So to presume, but that erly and late 
It sittethe me wele in other wise to do ; 
That if ye had a wife, yf it were so. 
That gelosesye wold not me disdeyne, 
I wolde hir serve and you and hir obeyne." 
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Whan this was seide, his hert began to melt, 
For veray sweme of this swemeful tale ; 
Aboute his hert he thoughte he gan to swelt, 
So loved he hir, he wex bothe eolde and pale ; 
And from his eyen the terys fel eleere and smale, 
As aged men wol lightly weep for routhe. 
And seid, ''my luf, gramercy, up my trouthe. 

" Save for iij. thynges that I am gylty inne, 
Shulde never erdely thyng maw make me lette. 
But that I wolde our mariage begynne, 
Which iij. thynges have me aside so sette, 
Fro al spousail withe wheche never yet I mette. 
So that as yet alle wedlok I denye, 
For whiche iij. thynges I can no remedye." 

" No remedy," quod she, " God it forbede, — 
That were mervail and a wonder thyng, 
Unto a sore with salve men must take hede, 
And for sikenesse men medyeyne must bryng. 
I praye you, lorde, yf it be your likyng, 
Telle me alle thre, and a confortatife 
And remedye I shal make, up my life." 

And with this worde he wex glad in his hert, 

And wex mery and bolde to telle alle oute, 

As Sampson did, whil he was hole and quert. 

When Dalida compassed him aboute, 

That Philistees ran in upon a route. 

And for al strengthe that Gad yaf hym before, 

Thai hym captived, whereby he was y-lore. 
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This man for trust of femynyne promysse, 

Wolde telle out alle, in semblable wise, 

" For sothe," quod he," ij. thynges ther been amysse 

That I wol telle, bene of a sory syse, 

I am sone wrothe and angry, this my guyse. 

The secund is ful wrothe withoutyn cause. 

These tweyne foul thynges are closid in a clause." 

Quod she, " Good lorde, can ye no remedye 

For these ij. poyntes, that bene easy and smale ; 

In good feithe, sire, I cane ful sone aspye 

Salve for suche sores ; she is a feble female, [tale 

That talkethe suche read ; good lorde, telle on your 

Of your thrid poynt, myn herte mery to make, 

And up my soule I shal al undirtake." 

" The thridde," quod he, " nay I may not for shame ;" 
Why sir," quod she, " seith on, upon my life." 
Forsothe," quod he, ''as touchinge chambre game. 

It were ful hard for me to have a wife ; 

But I were able, we shuld ever stond in strife ; 

And wel I wote that I am impotent. 

Thus must I nedes, alias I be contynent." 

And with that worde she cauhte hym in hir armes, 

And halsed hym and kissed hym ful swete ; 

Lo I suche bene the wyly womens charmes. 

And with his berde he frusshed hir mouthe un-mete. 

Thus sone ayen she fel doun at his fete. 

And seide, '' dere lorde, this is the laste of alle 

Your seid iij. poyntes, that myht here aftyr falle." 



ft 



40 lydgate's minor poems. 

'* Ya," quod he. " Ya, syr, upon my feithe," 

Quod she, ** drede nat, I undertake these thre ; 

Chiefly of alle for the third poynt," she seithe, 

" I make warant> for ful on-wise is she 

That cannot counsel in suche juparte, 

Myn owne dere lorde, take me unto your grace, 

To stande in favoure of your weel favoured face." 

'* Now than," quod he, " in this condicion. 
To you, dere herte, ray veray trouthe I plihte 
As to my spouse." And, withoute more sermone, 
Thei drouhe handes, as weddyng askethe of rihte ; 
What shuld I lenger tary ? soone was dihte, 
Al that wedlok askethe and spowsayles, 
Al was redy to plesaunt apparailes. 

The day was comen of the solempnyte ; 

What shulde I speke of the feest and array ? 

It were to gret a laboure unto me, 

And my paper it conteyne ne may ; 

But that at laste forthe passed was the day. 

And nyht cam on, and eche man took his leve, 

An unto bed them must whan it was eve. 

The worthi man, as it cam hym of age. 
He toke a slepe, al nyhte he was in rest 
With wery bones, but his wife of corage 
Wolde have be fed, as brid in the nest ; 
She het his bak to halse hym thouhte hir best, 
Eut al for nouhte was al hir contenaunce. 
The man was of a gentle governaunce. 
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And a man of sadde religioun, 

He kept the nyhte in peas and silence, 

He brak no covenaunt nen condicioun« 

That he with hir made first by his prudence ; 

But sobrely he kept his contynence, 

I dare wel sey ther was no speke y-broke. 

Nor wrestelyng wherby he was y-wroke. 

But also pleyne was his bedde at the morwe, 

As at even so was he nortured wele. 

But the womman was woo, I dare be borwe, 

For cherisshyng was withdrawe every dele ; 

She was hungry and wold have had hir mele, 

As appetyt ran on in hir corage. 

For she smelled flesshe, thouhe it was of age. 

Whan it was day and lihte the chambre spradde, 
She hir bethouhte and seide, " good syr, awake ;" 
She rogged on hym, and was nothyng a-dradde, 
And badde hym turne hym for his wives sake, 
" What, syr," quod she, ** wol ye no merthes make 
Of cherisshyng, as other men doon alle. 
When suche neigh tes of manage befalle ? " 

He turned hym and herd al hir entente, 

Merveillyng that she suche mater meved, 

Not disposed to ony turnemente, 

He was agast, and in hert was agreved. 

" What, wife 1" quod he, " I wend I had beleved. 

And myht have trusted to your iij. remedyes, 

And trewe covenawnt withoute flateryes." 
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" Flateries I" quod she, '* nay, syr, not soo. 

It is of ernest that I to you seid, 

I wol you telle, or that ye ferther goo, 

Al that I mente I am nothing dismayd ; 

I have you nat begyled nen betrayd. 

As to your poyntes thre thynges spoken in fere, 

I shal rehersen pleynly myne answere. 

" Ye seide to me that ye wolde sone be wrothe, 

I seide ageyn I cowde a remedye. 

That is to sey, be ye never so lothe, 

I wol myself be moche more angrye ; 

Sette one ayens anothre hardily e. 

And se aboute of that that may you greve. 

For I yef nat of al that wrethe may meve. 

" And where ye sey ye wol be wrothe also, 
Withouten cause, hardily it shal not nede ; 
Ye shal have cause y-nouhe where so ye go. 
In thouhte and worde ye shal not faile indede I 
How long agoo lerned ye, Crist crosse me spede I 
Have ye no more lernyd of youre a h c. 
Whan that ye list ye shal have cause plente. 

" To the thrid poynt of whiche ye gan to meve. 

That was grettest to your jugement, 

And me thouhte it, if ye wol me beleve, 

It the leste of alle that were y-ment ; 

Of chambre werk we carped of assent. 

And wel ye wote by holy chirches lawe, 

Dette must be payd by othe, sothe is this sawe. 
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'* But good fayre sir, God bathe you endued 
With gret richesse, silver, gold, and fee ; 
That if payment of dette be so remewed. 
For noun power that it wol not be, 
Ye may, by godes of your prosperyte, 
Hire one that may fulfille al that in dede ; 
Thus shal we never lak help at al oure nede." 

" Was this your wytte ?" quod the cely man. 

" Ya, sir," quod she, " these oure remedies ; 

Now also mot I thryve ;" and the saide he than, 

" I can nat se, for alle wittes and espyes. 

And craft and kunnyng, but that the male so wryes, 

That no kunnyng may prevayl and appere, 

Ayens a wommans wytt, and hir aunswere." 

" Alias," quod he, " this is an insolible ; 

If I strogel, slaundred shal I be ; 

To satisfye it is but impossible, — 

It may not be parformed as for me. 

What eyled me, lord, maryed for to be. 

Or for to trust to promysse femynyne, 

Sithe not is golde al that as golde dothe shyne. 

*^ Appeles and pares that semen very gode, 

Ful ofte tyme are roten by the core ; 

I myhte be ware, if I hadde not be wode. 

Of Adam, Sampson, and other me before ; 

Davyd, Salamon, in liche wise were y-lore ; 

Eve, Dalida, beauteous Bersabe, 

And conottbynes they myhte have warned me. 
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*' But now ther is uo more to saye, 

I se dame July must nedes haf hir wille I 

It' I dissente, and if I make affray, 

I have the wers, thouhe I have rihte and skylle ; 

I must hir wille ayens my wylle fulfiUe, 

Evyr leve in shame, and that is al my woo, 

Farewele, fortune, my joye is al agoo ! " 

Nowe is this tale done, and brouhte to ende, 

Of Januaries brother, and olde Decembre, 

And of dame July ; wherefore, myn olde dere frende 

This counseil I, that ye you wol remembre. 

That if ye mowe chastise your carnal membre. 

For to leve soul and keep you contynent, 

Ne weddeth not at al, be myn assent. 

And as for yssu and hey res to youre goode, 
Ther are y-nowe, thouhe ye have none at alle. 
Selle youre godes for coigne that is to goode. 
Do almesse dedes where nede is specialle ; 
And elles, my frende, sey who is he that shalle 
Make you yssu and begete you an heyr. 
That ye your lif ne shorte nen yt appeyr. 

And he that may not keep hym contynent, 

As seith seynt Poule, lat him wedded be ; 

For better is rather than to be brent 

To be wedded, but, frend, I trowe that ye 

Have no more nede to suche fragilite . 

In this youre age, if ye wel discerne. 

Than hathe a blynde man of a brihte lanterne. 
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And ever thynk wel on this proverb trewe, 

Remembryng on age by ony weye. 

That veray dotage in olde age wol the sewe, 

That the first yere wedlokk is called pleye, 

The second dreye, and the thrid yere deye ; 

This is a mery lif to have amonge. 

It is ful fayre, if ye abide so longe. 

This is the ende of trewe relacioun, 

If thou wol wedde, and to be sette amys. 

If thou therto have gret temptacioun, 

Lifte up thyn handes, and with thi fyngres blysse 

And praye to God, that thou mut thenk on this 

Litel lessoun, and keepeit in thi mynde, 

And hardly it shal away as wynde. 



LENVOYE. 



Go pety quaier, an^ war where thou appere. 
In aunter that thou tourne unto displesaunce, 
Of joly bodies, that labouren fer and neer. 
To bryng olde men to her mortal myschaunce ; 
To that entente that after variaunce, 
Fro lif to dethe, within ne a litle stounde. 
By sotyl crafte a morsel or pitaunce, 
A rustiler shal sone be redy founde. 

Thy wordes, quayer, ar trewe, this no dowte, 
Wherbi wisemen,if thei wol, may be ware. 



1 
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And for popholy and vyce loke wel aboate, 
That rybaudy wol calle thi wordes bare ; 
Laboure thiself for to kepe out of snare> 
Cely dotardes, lat this be thyne entent ; 
Farewel and worcke, as ferforthe as thou dare. 
That life and godes take none abreggement. 



BALLAD ON THE FORKED HEAD DRESSES 

OF LADIES. 

This Ballad has been printed by Sir Harris Nicolas^ and in the 
** Reliquiae Antiquae ;** but its curiosity demands its insertion in 
this collection. The present version is from MS. Oxon. Laud. 
D. 3L N. 683. Bernard, 798; other copies are in MS. Rawl. 
Oxon. C. 86; MS. Bib. Coll. Jes. Cantab. Q. V. 8, fol. 27; MS. 
Harl. 2255', MS. Yoss. Lugd. 359; and the 'first four stanzas in 
MS. Harl. 2251. 



HERE GYNNETH A DYTE OF WOMENHIS HORNYS. 

Off God and kynde proeedith al bewte ; 

Crafft may shewe a foreyn apparence ; 
But nature ay must have the sovereynte. 

Thyng countirfeet hath noon existence. 
Tween gold and gossomer is greet dyiference ; 

Trewe metalle requeryth noon allay ; 
Unto purpos by cleer experyence, 

Beute wol shewe, thogh horny s wer away. 

Ryche attyres of stonys and perre, 

Charbonelys, rubyes of moost excellence, 

Shewe in darknesse lyght where so they be, 
By ther natural hevenly influence. 
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Doublettys of glass yeve a gret evydence, 

Thyng counterfeet wol fayler at assay ; 
On this mater concludyng in sentence, 

Beute wol shewe> thogh hornes were away. 

Aleyn remembreth, his compleynt who lyst see, 

In his book of famous elloquence ; 
Clad al in flours and blosmes of a tre 

He sauhe nature in hir moost excellence. 
Upon hir hed a kerche of Valence, 

Noon other richesse of counterfet array ; 
T'exemplyfie by kyndely provydence, 

Beute wol shewe, thogh hornes were away. 

Famous poetis of antyquyte, 

In Grece and Troye renomed of prudence, 
Wrot of Queen Heleyne and Penelope, 

Of PoUycene, with hir chast innocence ; 
For wyves trewe calle Lucrece to presence ; 

That they wer faire ther can no man sey nay ; 
Kynde wrouht hem with so gret dyllygence, 

Ther beute kouth hornys wer cast away. 

Clerkys recorde, by gret auctoryte, 

Hornes wer yove to bestys for dyflence ; 
A thyng contrarye to femynyte. 

To be maad sturdy of resystence. 
But arche wives, egre in ther vyolence, 

Fers as tygres for to make affray, 
They have despit, and ageyn concyence, 

Lyst nat of pryde, then hornes cast away. 
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l'envoye. 

Noble princessis, this litel schort dyte, 

Rudely compyled, lat it be noon offence 
To your womanly mercifulle pyte, 

Though it be rad in your audyenee ; 
Peysed every thyng in your just advertence. 

So it be noon dysplesaunce to your pay ; 
Under support of your pacyence, 

Yeveth example homes to cast away. 

Grettest of vertues ys humylyte, 

As Salamon seith, sonne of sapyence, 
Most was accepted onto the Deyte, 

Taketh heed herof, yevethe to his wordis credence. 
How Maria, whiche hadde a premynence 

Above alle women, in Bedlem whan she lay. 
At Crystys birthe no cloth of gret dispence, 

She wered a kovercheef, homes wer cast away. 

Off birthe she was hihest of degre. 

To whom alle angellis dyd obedyence ; 
Of Davidis lyne wich sprang out of Jesse, 

In whom alle vertues by just convenyence, 
Maad stable in God by gostly confydence. 

This rose of Jericho, ther grewh non suyche in May, 
Pore in spirit, parfit in pacyence, 

In whom alle homes of pride wer put away. 

Modyr of Jhesu, myrour of chastyte, 

In woord nor thouht that nevere dyd offence ; 
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Trewe examplire of virgynyte, 

Hed spryng and welle of parfit contynence ; 
IV as never clerk by rethoryk nor seyenee 

Koude alle hir vertues reherse onto this day ; 
Noble pryncessis of meek beny volence, 

Be example of hir your homes cast away. 



LYDGATE'S APPLICATION TO THE DUKE OF 
GLOUCESTER FOR MONEY. 

Three copies of this poem are in the British Museum, MS. Harl. 
2251 ; MS. Harl. 2255; and MS. Lansd. 699. The following is 
from the first of these MSS. It has been printed by Sir Harris 
Nicolas under a different title, and without any notice of what 
appears to have been the original cause of Lydgate's application. 



LITERA DOMPNI JOHANNIS LYDGATE MONACHI MONASTERII 

SANCTI EDMUNDI DE BURY, MISSA AD DUCEM GLOUCESTRIE 

IN TEMPORE TRANSLACiONIS LIBRI BOCHASII PRO 

OPORTUNITATE PECUNIE. 

Right myghty prince, and it be youre wille, 

Condescende leyser for to take 
To se th' entent of this litel bille, 

Whiche whan I wrote my hand felt I quake. 
Tokyn of mournyng I wered clothis blake, 

Cause my purs was falle in grete rerage, 
Lyneng outward, his guttis were out shake, 

Only for lak of plate and of coyngnage. 

I sought lech is for a restauratif, 

In whom I fonde no counsolacioune 
To a poticary for a confortatyf, 

Dragge nor dya was none in Bury towne, 
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Bottum of his stomak was tourned up so downe, 
A laxatif dide hym so grete outrage, 

Made hym slendir by a consumptioune, 
Only for lak of plate and eoyngnage. 

Shippe was ther none, nor saile rod of hewe, 

The wynd fro ward to make hym therto lond, 
The floode was passed and sodainly of newe 

A lowe ground ebbe was fast by the strond, 
That no maryner durst take on bond 

To cast an anker, for stray tnes of passage ; 
The custom skars, as folke may undrestond, 

Only for lak of plate and of eoyngnage. 

There was no token sent downe from the towre, 

As any gossomer the countrepase was light, 
A fretyng etyk caused his langure 

By a cotidian, whiche hield hym day and nyght. 
Sol et luna was clipsed of hir light, 

Ther was no crosse, ne prynte of no visage, 
His lyneng derk, there were no platis bright. 

Only for lak of plate and of eoyngnage. 

Harde to lyke hony out of a marble stone. 

For there is nother lycour nor moysture. 
An ernest grote whan.it is drunk and gone, 

Bargayne of merchauntis stant in adventure. 
My purse and I be callid to the lure. 

Of indigence oure stuflP leyde, in morgage, 
But my lord may al my sorowe recure. 

With a receyte of plate and of eoyngnage. 
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Nat sugred made by the apotecaiye, 

Plate of light metal yevith a mery sowDe ; 
In Bokelesbury is no suche letuary. 

Gold is a cordialle gladdest confeceiouD. 
Ageyne etikes of olde consumpciouD, 

Aarum potabile, folk ferre ronne in age, 
In quyntencense, best restauracioun, 

With silver plate, enprinted with coyngnage. 

« 

THE AUCTOURE MAKITH A L*ENVOIE EXCUSYNG HYMSILFF 

OF HIS WRITYNGE. 

sely bille, why artow nat ashamed, 

So maleapert to shew out thy constraynt, 
But povert hath so nygh thy toune atained, 

That nichil hahet is cause of thy compleynt. 
A drye tysik makith old men ful feynt, 

Rediest way to renewe theyr corage 
Is a fressh dragge, of no spices meynt. 

But of bright plate enprynted with coyngnage. 

Thow mayst afferme^ as for thyn excuse^ 

Thy bareyn saile is sike and solitarye, 
Of crosse nor pile there is no recluse, 

Prynte nor impressioun in all thy seyntwarye. 
To conclude briefly and nat to tarye, 

There is no noyse herd in thyne hermitage, 
God send sone a gladder letuary. 

With a clere sowne of plate and of coyngnage. 
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THE BALLAD OF JACK HARE. 

The curious ballad of Jack Hare was printed from a very im- 
perfect copy in the ** Reliquiae Antiquae," i. 13. The following 
copy is taken from MS. Lansd. 699, fol. 88-89. Other copies 
are in MS. Bodl. Bernard. 798. Laud. 683; MS. Harl. 2251, 
fol. 14; and MS. Yoss. inter MSS. Bibl. Lugd. C. 189. 



INCIPIT DESCRIPTIO GARCIONIS. 



A FRO WARD knave pleynly to discryve, 

And a sluggard shortly to declare, 
A precious knave that cast nevyr to thryve, 

His mouth weel wett, his slevis rihte thredbare, 
A turne-broche, a boy for hogge at Ware, 

With loury face, noddyng and slombryng, 
Of new cristened and callid Jak Hare, 

Which of a bolle can plukke out the lynyng. 

This boy N. ful stuborn of his bonys, 

Sluggy on morwe his leemys up to dresse, 
A gentil harlot chose out for the nonys, 

Sone and cheeff heir to dame Idilnesse, 
Cosyn to Wecok, brothir to Reklesnesse, 

Which late at even and morwe at his risyng, 
Ne hath no joie to do no besinesse, 

Sauff of a tankarde to pluk out the lynyng. 

A boy Checrelik was his sworn brothir, 
Of every disshe a lipet out to take, 

And Fansiticoll also was anothir, 
Off every brybe the cariage to make, 
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And he can weel warten on an oven cake, 
And of newe ale been at the clensyng, 

And of purpos his thrist for to slake, 
Can of a pichere pluk out the lynyng. 

This knave bi leiser wil don his massage, 

And hold a tale with every maner wiht, 
Ful pale drunke> weel vernyssht of visage, 

Whoos tunge ay faileth whan it drawith to nyht ; 
Of cocandel wenyth too were liht ; 

As barkid ledir his face is shynyng, 
Glasy eyed wole cleyrae of dewe riht, 

Out of a bolle to pluk out the lynyng. 

He can a bedde an horscombe weel shake, 

Lik as he wold coraye his maystres hors. 
And with his one hand his maistres doublet take. 

And with the tothir pryveli cut his purs ; 
Al sich knavis shal have Cristis curs, 

Erly on morwe at his uprisyng. 
To fjrnde a boy I trowe ther be no wors, 

Out of a cuppe to plukke out the lynyng. 

He may be sold upon warantise. 

As for a trowant that nothyng wole done, 
Selle his hors provendre is his cheefF marchaundise. 

And for a chevesane can pluk of his hors shoon, 
And at the dees pleyen his mony anoon. 

And with his wynnyngis he makith his offryng 
At ale stakis, sittyng ageyn the moone. 

Out of a cuppe to plukke out the lynyng. 
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Now wesseil N. unto thi jousy pate, 

Unthrift and thou to-gidre be mett, 
Late at eve thou wolt unspere the gate, 

And grope at morwe if riggis bak be wett. 
And yiff the bak of Togace the ouht hett, 

His hevy noil at myd-morwe up liftyng, 
With un-wasshe handis, nat lacid his doublett, 

Out of a boUe to plukke out the lynyng. 

Off all thi warde thou art made officeer, 

That no man passe withoute licence of the, 
Erly on morwe or than the day be deer. 

To cast thi cheenys redy wolt thou be ; 
Thei be nat made of iren nor of tre, 

Thyn ars cheeff smyth, on morwe at thi risyng, 
Weel the bet thou maist thi chene lat flee, 

For out of a bolle wele canst thou plukke the lynyng. 

And whan thou hast weel vernyssht thi pate. 

To take a sleepe in hast thou wolt the dresse. 
But woo is he that nyht shal be thi mate, 

Thi organys so hihe begynne to syng ther messe. 
With treble meene and tenor discordyng as I gesse. 

That al the hoggis that been aboute liggyng. 
To sing with the thei gynne hem thidir dresse. 

Which of a pott so wele canst plukke the lynyng. 

Yet wassayl N. and thyne be thi thrift. 

With al thyn organys and thi melodye, 
Ful wele a cuppe of good ale canst thou lift, 

And drynk it of, and leve the cuppe drye, 
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I wolde thi chenys had chenyd up the weye, 
Between the cuppe whan thou art liftyng, 

And thi mouth, for thou art evyr drye, 
Out of a pott to plukk out the lynyng. 



ON THE INCONSISTENCY OF MEN'S ACTIONS. 
[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 26-27.] 

IT MAY WBLE RYME BUT IT ACCORDITH NOUGHT. 

Alle thynge in kynde desirith thynge i-like, 

But the contrary hatis every thyng, 
Save only mankynd can never wele lyke, 

Without he have a volumus livyng, 
Eesshely desire, and gostly norisshyng, 

In oone persone can never be wrought, 
Fuyre and water, togyder al brennyng, 

It may wele ryme, but it accordith nought. 

A man that usithe to serve lordis twayne, 

The whiche holdith contrary to oone oppynioun, 
To please hem bothe, and serve no disdayne, 

And to be triewe, without touche of treasoun, 
Now to talk with that oon, and with that other rowne, 

To telle hym a thyng that never was wrought, 
And to bryng this to a goode conclusioun, 

It may wele ryme, but it accordith nought. 

A myghti kyng, a poore regiouu. 

An hasty hede, a comunalte nat wise, 
Mikel almes-dede and false extorcioun, 

Knyghtly manhode, and shameful cowardise, 
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An hevenly hevene, a peyneful paradise, 
A chast doctryne withe a false thought, 

First don on heede, and sithen witte to wise, 
It may wele ryme, but it accordith nought. 

Freely to spende and to folwe covetise, 

To se burgyons on a dede drye stok, 
A gay temple withoute divyne service, 

A byrdles cage, a key withouten lok, 
A tombe shyppe alway ridyng on a rok, 

A riche bisshop convauncyd with right noght ; 
And to bryng this to a goode 

It may wele ryme, but it accordith nought. 

To have a galle, and be clepid a douffe, 

To be my friend, and gyve me false counsaile, 
To breke myn hede, and yeve me an houffe, 

To ben a prist, and fight in eche bataile, 
To lye in bedde, and a strong castel to assaile. 

To be a merchaunt, where nothyng may be bought. 
To have a wyf with a fikel tayle, 

It may wele ryme, but it accordith nought 

A prowde hert in a beggers brest, 

A fowle visage with gay temples of atyre, 
Horrible othes with an holy prist, 

A justice of juges to selle and lete to hyre, 
A knave to comande and have an empire, 

To yeve a jugement of that never was wrought, 
To preche of pees and sette eche man on fyre, 

It may wele ryme, but it accordith nought. 
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A leche to thryve where none is sore ne sike, 

An instrument of musyk withouten a sown, 
A scorpion to be both mylde and meke, 

A cloyster man ever rennyng in the towne. 
First to kille and sithe to graunt pardoune, 

To yeve a stone to hem that of brede the besought, 
To make a shippard of a wielde lyoune, 

It may wele ryme, but it accordith nought 

A lewde wretche to were a skarlet gowne, 

Withe a blac lamb furre without purfile of sable> 
A goode huswyfe alwey rennyng in towne, 

A chield to thryve that is unchastisable, 
But ever inconstaunte and lightly chaungeable. 

To make moche of them that never \f ol be ught, 
And take a rome renner without a lesyng fable, 

It may wele ryme, but it accordith nought. 

Religioune men alwey wonnyng in the court, 

Also curatis evil ther children to love. 
To be forsworn they hold it but a bord, 

God to serve and with the fiende to beleve. 
The riche man cherissith the poore to robbe and reve, 

Hym to disseyve that of trust the besought, 
To hele dede men with gresse on the greve. 

It may wele ryme, but it accordith nought. 

To do reddour alwey without grace or mercy, 
A powche ful of straw, a prowde purs penyles, 

Trew tayled land ayenst the right to bye, 
A blynde borne man to pley wele at chesse, 
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First to dyne, and after go to messe, 

A chield without noryce to be upbrought, 

To keep trewe weight and selle peper by gesse. 
It may wele ryme, but it accordith nought. 

Now almighti God, sith it is as thow wost, 

Among mankynd made suche variaunce. 
Send downe thy sonde from the Holi Gost, 

And fasten in us love and concordaunce ; 
And with suche dedis, Lord, thow us avaunce. 

That we be never streyned with worme nor mought, 
And bryng us al to thyn enheritaunce, 

Withe thi precious bloode, as thow us bought. 



A SATIRICAL BALLAD ON THE TIMES. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 40.] 

so AS THE CRABBE GOTHE FORWARDE. 

This world is ful of stabilnesse, 

There is therein no variaunce, 

But trowthe, feythe, and gentilnesse, 

Secretnesse and assuraunce, 

Plente, joye, and plesaunce. 

By example who can have rewarde, 

Verraily by resemblaunce, 

So as the crabbe gothe forwarde. 

There is now founde no falsenes, 
Right is so myghti in puissaunce, 
Faithe hathe exiled doublenes, 
Fortune chaungithe nat hir chaunce. 
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By heste abydithe in constaunce, 
Frendship is founde no cowarde, 
Light withe dirk hath accordaunce, 
So as the crab gothe forwarde. 

Princis susteyne rightwisnesse, 

Knyghthod in trowthe hatha whet his launce, 

Lawe hathe put mede in grete distresse, 

And voyded is acqueyntaunce ; 

Is fledde byonde mount Godarde, 

Jurrours with trowth hathe allyaunce, 

So as the crabbe gothe forwarde. 

Serjauntis^ pleders of feythfulnesse, 
Han made on guerdon a defiaunce, 
Consistories for holynes, 
Atwene them and mede is great distaunce ; 
Flatterye hathe left his countenaunce, 
Plente is founde no negarde, 
Skarste is gon unto myschaunce, 
So as the crabbe gothe forwarde. 

Iche man hathe y-noughe of richesse, 
Pore folk fele no grewaunce, 
Pristhode livethe in perfitenesse, 
And can in lytel have suffisaunce ; 
Religyoun hathe none attendaunce 
Unto the worlde, but al upwarde. 
To yeve example in substaunce^ 
How that the crabbe gothe forwarde. 
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Take hede also bavisenesse, 
Wymmen fro Cartage to Fraunce, 
I-bannysshed have newfangelnesse, 
And put in his place perseveraunce ; 
In clergye bathe perfite governaunce, 
Mesure withe marchauntes is chief sty ward, 
Juste weight halte justly the balaunce, 
So as the crabbe go the forwarde. 

Pantifrasun to expresse 

Matiers of longe continuaunce, 

Entendement double is a may str esse, 

Triew people to sette at distaunce, 

To please al folk it is ful hard, 

The hevenly signe makith demonstraunce^ 

How worldly thynges goo forwarde. 



A CALL TO DEVOTION. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 9.] 

LET DEVOUTE PEPLE KEPE OBSERVAUNCE. 

Ye devoute peple which kepe one observaunce, 
Mekely in chirche to kysse stone or tree, 
Erthe or iren, hathe in remembraunce 
What they dothe meane and take the moralite ; 
Erthe is clere tokyn of the humanyte 
Of Crist Jhesu, the stone, the sepulture, 
The spere of stiele, the sharpe nayles thre 
Causide his fyve woundis reraembrid in scripture. 
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Thynk on the crosse made of iiij. dyvers trees. 
As clerkis sayne, cedre and of cipres, 
To hygh estates, to folk of lowe degres, 
Crist brought inne pees, th'olyve berithe witnesse, 
Namly whan vertu conservethe his grennes, 
Loke on these signes and have hem in memorye, 
How Cristis passion was grounded on mekenes, 
And how the palme figured his victory. 

These iiij. figures, combyned into one, 
Sette on thy mynde for a memorial ; 
Erthe and iren, foure trees, and the stone, 
To make us fre, whereas we were thral ; 
Behold the banner, victorious and royal I 
Cristes crosse, a standard of most peyse ; 
Thynk how the thief for mercy dide calle. 
Taught by the tree the wey to paradise I 

Yowre hertis ye lyft up into the est, 
And al your body and knees bowe a-downe. 
Whan the prist seyth verbum caro factum est. 
Withe al yowre inwarde contemplacioun, 
Yowre mowthe first crosse with hyghe devocioun, 
Kissyng the tokene rehersed here aforne, 
And ever have mynde on Cristis passioun, 
Whiche for thy sake wered a crowne of thorne. 
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THE LEGEND OF DANE JOOS. 

[MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 71-73. This legend is taken from the 
" Speculum Historiale" of Vincent de Beauvais.] 



O WELLE of swetnes replete in every veyne, 
That al mankyud preserved hast fro dethe, 
And al oure joye fro langour didest restrayne. 
At thy nativite, O flour of Nazarethe I 
Whan the holigost, with his swete brethe, 
Gan to espiren as for his chosen place, 
For love of man by influence of his grace, 

And were inviolate a bright hevenly sterre, 
Monge celestynes reigneng withouten memorye, 
That be thyne emprise in this mortal werre. 
Of oure captivite gatest the ful victory ; 
Whan I beseche for thyn excelent glory, 
Som drope of thi grace adowne to me constille, 
In reverence of the this dyte to fulfille. 

That only my rudenes thy miracle nat deface, 

Whiche whilom sendest in a devout abbeye. 

Of an holy monk thurght thy myght and grace, 

That of al pite berest both lok and keye, 

For, benyng lady, the soth of the to say, 

Ful wele thow aquyetest that don the love and 

serve, 
An hundred sithes better than they deserve. 
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Ensample of whiche here is in portreyture, 
Withoaten fable, right as it was indede, 
refuge and welthe to every creature. 
Thy clerk to further help now at this nede, 
For to my purpos I wil anon precede, 
The trowthe to recorde I wil no lengger tary, 
Right as it was a poynt I wil nat varye. 

Vincencius in his speculatif historialle^ 
Of this saide monk makithe ful mencyoune, 
Under the fourme to yow as I reherse shalle, 
That be a gardyn as he romed up and downe, 
He herde a bisshop of fame and grete renowne, 
Sayeng fy ve psalmys in honoure of that flour, 
That bare Jhesu Crist oure alther redemptour. 

In whiche psalmes stondyng eche in hir degre, 
Who so lust take hede in synguler lettris fyve. 
This blessid name Maria, there may he see, 
That first of alle our thraldom can deprive,. 
To the haven of dethe whan we gan to ryve, 
And fro the wawes of this mortal see, 
Made us t'escape from alle adversite. 

Distinctly in Latyn here may ye rede echone, 
Folowyng these baladis as for your plesaunce. 
To whom the bisshop had seyd his meditacion, 
The monke anon delitethe in his remembraunce, 
And thought he wolde as his most affiaunce, 
Cotidially withe hem only oure lady please, 
That from alle grevaunce his sorwis myght appease. 
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And therwithalle he writethe hem in his mynde. 
So stidefastly withe devoute and highe corage, 
That never a day a word he forgate behynde, 
But seyde hem entierly into his last age, 
His olde gyltis bothe to a soft and swage, 
After his matyns as was his appetite, 
To seyn hem ever was his most delite. 

Therto his diligence withe al his hert and mighte, 

And forthe contynued in his devoute wise, 

Til at the last it befille upon a nyghte. 

The hole covent at midnyght gan arise, 

As is her usage to don to God servise. 

So whan they were assembled ther in generalle. 

The suppriour beholdyng aboute overalle. 

As is his office, that non of them were absent, 

But of Dane Jose he cowde no wise espie. 

He rose hym up and priveliche he is went 

Into hys chambre, and there he fond hym lye, 

Dede as a stone, and lowde he gan to crye, 

" Help," quod he, " for the love of oure lady bright, 

Dan Joos oure brother is sodainely [dede] to nyght." 

The covent anon ganne renne half in drede, 

Til they behielde whan passid was theyre affray. 

Out of his mowthe a rose bothe sprynge and sprede, 

Fresshe in his coloure as any floure in May, 

And other tweyne out of his eyen gray, 

Of his eris as many ful freshly floury ng, 

That never yit in gardyn half so fayre gan spryng. 
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This ruddy rose they have so long behold, 

That sproDg fro his mowthe, til they han espyed, 

Ful fayre i-graven, in lettris of bourned gold, 

Maria ful curiously, as it is specifyed 

In bookis olde, and anon they have hyni hyed 

Unto the temple, with lowde solerapnite, 

Beryng the cors that al men myght it se. 

Whiche they kept in royalte and perfeccioun, 
Sevene dayes m the temple there beyng present, 
Til thre Bisshoppes of fame and grete renowne 
Weren comen thyder right with devout entent, 
And many another clerk withe hem by on assent, 
To sene this myracle of this Lady bright, 
Sayeng in this wise withe al theyr hert and myght : — 

" Yowre blynde fantesies now in hertis weyve 
Of childisshe vanyte, and lete hem over slyde. 
And lovith this Lady that can no wise disceyve, 
She is so stidefast of hert in every syde, 
That for youre nedis so wonderly can provyde, 
And for youre poyesye these lettres v. ye take. 
Of this name Maria, only for hir sake, 

" That for youre travaile so wele wille you avaunce. 
Nought as these wymmen on whiche ye don delite, 
That fedithe yow al day withe feyned plesaunce, 
Hid under treason withe many wordes white ; 
But bette than ye deserve she wil yow qwyte. 
And for ye schal nat labour al in veyne, 
Ye shul have hevene ; ther is no more to se^^^*" 
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Whos passyDg goodenes may nat be comprehendyd, 

In mannes prudence fully to determyne, 

She is so perfite she kan nat be amended. 

That ay to mercy and pite dothe enclyne ; 

Now benyng Lady, that didest oure sorowes fyne, 

In honoure of the that these psalmes rede. 

As was Dane Joos, so quyte hem for hir mede ! Amen. 



RULES FOR PRESERVING HEALTH. 

The following short poem is very common in manuscript, but 
several of the copies vary considerably from each other. It may 
be sufficient to refer to MS. HarL 116, fol. 166; MS. Oxon. 
Bernard. 1479; MS. Rawl. Oxon. C. 86; MS. Arund. 168; 
MS. Sloan. 775 ; and MS. Sloan. 3534, which contains a Latin 
version. Ritson has inserted this in his list of Lydgate's works 
in two places, under Nos. 55 and 61. The present text is from 
MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 4-5. 



IF SO BE THAT LECHIS DONE THE FAILE. 

For helth of body cover for cold thyn hede ; 

Ete no raw mete, — take goode heede therto ; 
Drynk holsom wyne ; feede the on light brede ; 

Withe an appetite rise from thy mete also. 
In thyn age, with wymmen have thow nat ado ; 

Upon thi slepe drynk nat of the cuppe ; 
Glad towards bedde and at morowe both to, 

And use never late for to souppe. 

And if it so be that lechis done the faile, 
Thanne take goode [hede] and use thynges iij., — 

Temperat dyete, temperat travaile, 
Nat malicious for none adversite ; 
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Meke in trouble, gladde in poverte ; 

Riche with litel, content with suffisaunce, 
Nat grucchyng, but mery like thi degre ; 

If phesyk lak, make this thy governaunce. 

To every tale, sone, yeve thow no credence ; 

Be nat to hasty, nor sodainly vengeable ; 
To poore folke do thow no violence ; 

Curteys of language, in spendyng mesurable ; 
Od sundry mete nat gredy at the table ; 

In fedyng gentil, prudent in daliaunce ; 
Close of tunge, of word nat decey vable. 

To sey the best sette alwey thy plesaunce. 

Have in hate mowthes that ben double ; 

Suffre at thy table no distractioun ; 
Have dispite of folkes that ben trouble, 

Of false rowners and adulacioun ; 
Withyn thy court, suffre no divisioun, 

Whiche, in thi houshold, shal cause grete encrese 
Of al welfare, prosperite, and foyson ; 

With thy neyghburghs lyve in rest and peas. 

Be clenly clad after thyn estate ; 

Passe nat thy bowndis, kepe thy promyse blyth ; 
With thre folkes thow be nat at debate : 

First with thy bettir beware for to stry ve ; 
Ayenst thy felawe no quarrele thou contryve ; 

With thy subject to stryve it were shame : 
Wherfor I counsaile thow pursue al thy lyve, 

To lyve in peas and gete the a goode name. 
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Fuyre at morowe, and towards bed at eve, 

For mystis blake, and eyre of pestilence ; 
Betyme at masse, thow shalt the better preve. 

First at thi risyng do to God reverence, 
Visite the pore, with intyre diligence. 

On al nedy have thow compassioun. 
And God shal sende grace and influence. 

To encrese the and thy possessioun. 

Suffre no surfetis in thy house at nyght, 

Ware of reresoupers, and of grete excesse, 
Of noddyng hedys and of candel light. 

And slowth at morow, and slomberyng idelnes, 
Whiche of al vices is chief porteresse ; 

Voyde al drunklew, lyers, and lechours ; 
Of al unthriftes exile the mastres^ 

That is to say, dyse, players, and haserdours. 

After mete beware, make nat to longe slepe, 

Hede, foote, and stomak preserve ay from cold ; 
Be nat to pensyf of thought, take no kepe 

After thy rent, mayntene thyn houshold, 

Sufire in tyme, in thi right be bold ; 
Swere none othis no man to begyle, 

In thi yowth be lusty ; sad whan thow art olde. 

Dyne nat at morwe aforne thyn appetite, 

Clere eyre and walkyng makith goode digestioun^ 

Betwene meles drynk nat for no froward delite, 
But thurst or travaile yeve the occasioun ; 
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Over salt mete doth grete oppressiouD 
To fieble storaakes, whan they can nat refreyne ; 

For Dothyng more contrary to theyr complexioun, 
Of gredy handes the stomak hath grete peyne. 

Thus in two thynges standith al the welthe 

Of sowle and body, who so lust to sewe, 
Moderat foode gevith to man his helthe, 

And al surfetls doth from hym remeve, 
And charite to the sowle is dewe ; 

This ressayt is bought of no poticarye, 
Of mayster Antony, nor of maister Hewe, 

To al indifferent, richest diatorye. 



THE MORAL OF THE LEGEND OF DIDO. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 94-95.] 



l'entoy of dydo, quene of cartage. 
fayre Dido I most noble in constaunce ! 
Qwene of Cartage, myrrour of highe noblesse ! 
Reygneng in glory and vertuous habundaunce, 
Called in thy tyme chief sours of gentillesse. 
In whom was never founde no doublenesse. 
Ay of on herte, and so thow didest fyne, 
With light of trouth al wydewes to enlumyne. 

Chaste and unchaunged in perseveraunce, 
And immutable founde in thy goodenesse, 
Whiche never thougtest upon variaunce. 
Force and prudence, wardeyns of thi fayrenesse. 
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No langage digne thy vertus to expresse, 
By newe report so clierly they don shyne. 
Withe light of trouth al wydewes to enlumyne. 

Thy famous bounte to putte in remembrauncei 
Thow sloughe thyself of innocent purenesse, 
Lest that thi suerte shuld hang in balaunce, 
Of suche as thought thi chastite oppresses 
Deth was ynoughe therof to here witnesse, 
Causyng thy beaute to al clennesse enclyne. 
Withe light of hevene thy lyf to enlumyne. 

O loode-sterre of al goode governaunce ! 
Alle vicious lustes by wisdom to reprease. 
Thy grene yowthe flouryng with al plesaunce^ 
Diane hath demed so chastely thy clennesse, 
How didest it brydel withe vertuous sobrenesse, 
Whilest thow were soole plainly to termyne, 
Withe light of trouth al wydewes to enlumyne. 

O noble matrouns, whiche have al suffisaunce 
Of wommanhede, yowre wittes doth up dresse, 
How that fortune list oft to turn hir chaunce, 
Beth nat to rakel of sodayne hastynesse, 
But ay providith in youre hastulesse, 
That no such folye entre in your corage. 
To folwe Dydo, that was qwene of Cartage. 

Withe hir maners hath nat your acqueytaunce> 
Putte out of mynde suche foltisshe wilfulnesse, 
To sle youreself thynk it were grete penaunce^ 
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God of his grace defende yow al and blesse. 
And eke preserve youre variaunt brutilnesse, 
So that youre trouthe ne falle in none outrage, 
To folwe Dydo, that was qwene of Cartage. 

Withe covert colour and sobre contenaunce. 
Of feithful meauyng pretendithe a lyknesse, 
Countrefeteth in speche and daliaunce, 
Al thyng that sowneth into stidefastnesse, 
Of grete prudence by youre avisenesse, 
Youreself restreynith and of al age, 
To folwe Dydo, that was qwene of Cartage. 

Lete al youre porte be voyde of displesaunce, 
To gete youre frendis doth ay youe besynesse, 
And beth never without purviaunce, 
So shal ve best encresen in richesse, 
In oone allone may be no sykernesse, 
Unto youre hertis beothe dyvers of langage, 
Contrary to Dydo that was qwene of Cartage. 

Holdith youre servauntis under obeysaunce, 
Lete hem neyther fredam ne fraunchesse. 
But under daunger don ther observaunce, 
Daun tithe theyr pruyde and brydel hem with low- 

nesse ; 
And whan the serpent of newfangelnesse 
Assailethe yow, dothe youre avauntage, 
Contrarye to Dydo, that was qwene of Cartage. 
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LEGEND OF WULFRTKE, A PRIEST OF 

WILTSHIRE. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 78.] 

In Wiltshire of Englond two pristes ther were, 
Right famulyer in goode conversacioune» 
The tone was riche, that other somwhat bare, 
And both they were nygh on habitacioune ; 
The tone had ever right grete devocioun. 
Of requiem his masse to syng or say, 
And for alle Cristen soules ever to pray. 

Whan God of his grete visitacioun, 
List out of this worlde for hym to sende, 
His rightes he had by goode deliberacioun, 
And to God his soule he highly did comend, 
And as a triew Cristen man here he made his ende 
Aboute mydnyght, as we fynde and rede, 
His felaw unknowyng that he was dede. 

Til erly on the mornyng whan he shulde gon. 

Unto the chirche his service for to say, 

Out of theyr graves he sawe many oon, 

Appere as children, in white array, 

*' Arise I aryse I** they sayde, *' and lete us pray 

For Wulfryke oure prist, that no doth passe. 

That for us hathe sayde many a requiem masse/' 

Devoutly they prayed, as to hym semed^ 
And into theyr graves they tourned agayne. 
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He mervailed moche and inwardly demed, 

That his felaw was past out of worldly peyn. 

The trouthe for to knawe he was right fayn, 

And homward he went hymself allone, 

Hym fonde hyra dede, wherfor he made grete mone. 

Examples we fynde and rede many oone, 

How we sholde synge and rede for to pray for other, 

And specially for them that be past and goon^ 

Whiche on us only trust as brother on brother ; 

Now pray we, Jhesu, and his blessed moder^ 

With help of al seyntes in hevene an hy, 

On alle Cristen soulis to have pite and mercy. 



LEGEND OF A MONK OF PARIS. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 78.] 

Remembryd by scriptures we fynde and rede, 
Holsum and holy it is to thynke and pray. 
For al the sowles that be past in dede 
Out of this wretchid world unto domesday, 
Abidyng in purgatory with soruful lay, 
Cryeng and callyng for mercy and pite. 
Unto them in special that there friendis be. 

There was a man right hooly and devoute, 

Of Parase in Fraunce, that worthy cyte. 

That daily wold sey in his chirche-yerde aboute. 
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For alle Cristen sowles, withe mercy and pite, 

De profundis, Pater noster, and ave. 

This prayer he used contynuauly, 

Til God purveyed for hym contynuauly. 

It fil on a tyme, he was pursued 
Of his mortal enemyes, withe grete violence, 
He fledde for the best, and ther malice eschewed, 
And toke the chircheyerde for his defence. 
And sayde De profundis with en tier diligence. 
The bodyes arose out of theyr graves, [sta^ 

Somme appered withe gleyves, and somme wi 

So grete a multitude assemblid to fight, 
His enemyes gan fle and sore were agast, 
He thankyd God of his grete myght. 
And seyde De profundis whan they were past ; 
His reward in heven he had at last. 
Therfor it is holsom for to have in memory. 
The soulis that ly in paynes of purgatory. 



ON THE INSTABILITY OF HUMAN AFFAIR 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 38-39.] 

IS THIS FORTUNE OR INFORTUNE ? 

The more I go, the further I am behynde ; 
The further behynde, the nere the weyes ende ; 
The more I seche, the wers can I fynde ; 
The lighter leve, the lother for to wende ; 
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The lengger I serve> the more out of mynde ; 

Is this fortune, or is it infortune ? 

Though I go loose, I tyed am withe a lyne. 

Drye in the see, and wete upon the stronde ; 

Brenne in water, in fuyre fresyng ; 

In reveris thurstlew, and moyst upon the londe ; 

Gladde in mornyng, in gladnes compleyneng ; 

The fuller wombe, the gredyer in etyng ; 

Is this fortune, or is it infortune ? 

Thoughe I go loose, I teyed am withe a luyne. 

A wery pees, and pees amyd the werre ; 
The better felaw, the rathir at discorde ; 
The neere at hande, the sonner set a-ferre ; 
Accorde debatyng, debatynge at accorde ; 
Furthest fro court, grettest withe the lorde ; 
Is this fortune, or is it infortune ? 
Thoughe I go loose, I tyed am withe a lyne. 

A wepyng laughter, a mery glad wepyng ; 

A fresy thowe, a meltyng fryse ; 

The slowar paas, the further in rennyng ; 

The more I renne, the more wey I lese ; 

The grettest losse whan I my chaunce do chese ; 

Is this fortune, or is it infortune ? 

Thoughe I go loose, I teyed am withe a lyne. 

Weryles I walke ay in trouble and travaile. 

Ever travilyng witheout werynes ; 

In labour idel, wynnyng that may nat availe ; 
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A troubled joy, a joyeful hevynes ; 

A sobbyng songe^ a chierful distres ; 

Is it fortune, or is it infortune? 

Thoughe I go loose, I tyed am withe a lyne. 

Wakyng a bedde, fastyng at the table ; 
Riche with wysshis^ pore of possessioune ; 
Stable unassured, assured eke unstable; 
Hope dispeyred, a gwerdonles gwerdone ; 
Trusty disceyte, feythful deeepcioune ; 
Is this fortune, or is it infortune ? 
Thoughe I go loose, I tiede am wythe a lyne. 

A mournyng myrthe, sobrenes savage. 
Prudent foly, stidefast wildenesse ; 
Providence conveyed ay withe rage ; 
A dronken sadnesse, and a sad drunkenesse ; 
A woode wisdom, and a wise woodenesse ; 
Is this fortune, or is it infortune ? 
Thoughe I go loose, I tyed am withe a lyne. 

Unhappy everons fortune infortunat ; 

An hertles thought, a thoughtlees remembraunc 

Lo what avauntage I and sodainly chekmate, 

Now six, now synke, now deny for my chaunce : 

Thus al the worlde stant in variaunce : 

Late men dispute, whethir this be fortune ? 

No man so loose, but he is tied withe a luyne. 

The world unsure, contrary al stablenesse, 

Whos joy is meynt ay withe adversite ; 

Now light, now hevy, now sorwe, now gladues ; 
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Ebbe after floode of al prosperite. 
Set al asyde and lierne this of me, 
Trust upon fortune, defye false fortune, 
And al reeleymes of hyr double luyne. 

The gretter lorde, the lasse his assuraunee ; 

The sikerest lyfie is in glad poverte ; 

Bothe highe and loughe shal go on dethis daunce, 

Renne unto Powlis, beholde the Machabe ; 

Fraunehise of phisyk makithe no man go free ; 

Trust upon God, defye fals fortune, 

Ande al reeleymes of hyr double luyne. 

Lothest departyng where is grettest richesse ; 

Al worldly tresour gothe to the worlde agayne ; 

To kepe it longe may be no sikernesse, 

Of grete receytis grete rekenyng in certayne. 

Whan we gon hens al this shalbe but vayne ; 

Trust upon God, defye false fortune, 

That al reeleymes of hir double luyne. 

Nothyng more sure than al men shal deye, 
Late men aforne make theyr ordynaunee; 
vij. dedis of mercy shal best for us purveye, 
And almesdede shal make acbevisaunce, 
T'exelude by grace the rigour of vengeaunce ; 
For Cristis passionne maugre false fortune, 
Shal recleyme us to his merciable luyne. 
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DEVOTIONS OF THE FOWLS. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 37-38.] 

As I me lenyd unto a joyful place> 
Lusty Phebus to supervive, 
How God Almyghti of his grete grace, 
Hath florisshed the erthe on every side, 
The woodes and the medowes wyde, 
Withe grete habundaunce of vyridite, 
Whiche caused me so grete felicite. 
That stille I stoode in perplexite. 

To Phebus my wittes gan refere. 
And on this wise he sayde to me, 
Abyde a while, and thow shalt here, 
Hym commendid whiche dide conquere, 
Thi soule from peynes perpetualle, 
And of his blisse to make the paroyalle. 

Than I herd a voyce ceiestialle, 

Rejoysyng my spirites inwardly, 

Of dy verse soules bothe grete and smalle, 

Praisyng God with swete melody, 

In al his werkis ful reverently, 

With an hevenly ympne and an holsum, 

Conditor alme siderum. 

The poppinjay allone gan syng, 
And saide, this is my propirte. 
With ave or kirye salute a kyng. 
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As Scripture makithe mencioun of me. 
In bookis of nature who list to se : 
Wherfor me thynk I do nat amys. 
To welcome the kyng of hevene blis ; 

That from the seete of the hye Trynite, 
Into a virgyns wombe immaculate, 
Descendid this tyme of fre volunte, 
And so becom man incarnate, 
To restore hym to his first estate, 
Wherfor I singe of his nativite, 
A solis ortus cardine. 

The pelHcan sang withe mornyng chiere. 
Of Cristes compassioun I do compleyne, 
That mankynde hathe bought so deere, 
With grevous hurtis and bytter peyne, 
And yit man can nat love hym agayne, 
Wherfore I synge as I was wont, 
Vexilla regis prodeunt. 

The nyghtyngale lepe from boughe to boughe, 

And on the pellican she made a crye. 

And seyd, " pellican, why mournest thow now ? 

Crist is risen from dethe triewly, 

Mankynd withe hym to glorifye; 

Wherfor syng now as we do, 

Consurgit Cristus tumulo" 

The lark also ful naturally, 
Cristes ascencioune in humanite 
Commendyd withe song specially, 
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And seyde, " blissed be thow, Lorde of felicite. 
That hast callid man to so highe degree. 
That never deserved of equyte," 
Eterne rex altissime. 

The douffe also that is so white, 
In hert bothe meke and beautevous, 
Unto the erthe she toke hir flight. 
And sang a song ful gracious, 
Of al songes most vertuous ; 
And as I perceyved, she songe thus, 
Veni Creator Spiritus. 

The briddes present upon a tre, 

Were gadred togydre as covenaunt was, 

Praisyng oon God in Trynite, 

That al this wyde world dothe enbrace ; 

And thus thay songe, both more and lasse. 

This melodious ympne withe grete solas, 

lux beata Trinitns, 



ON MODERATION. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 28-29.] 

ALLE THYNGES IN MESURE. 

By witte of man al thynge that is contryved, 
Standithe in proporcioune plainly to conclude, 
In olde auctours lyke as it is discryved. 
Whether it be depnesse or longitude. 
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Cast out by compas of height or latitude, 
By peyse, by nombre, tryed out by equite, 
To voyde al errour fro folkis than ben rude, 
Nothyng commendyd but it in mesure be. 

Mesours of niusyk bene the spieris nyne, 
Mevid by ipesnre withe heveniy arniony ; 
Lower in erthe compas, squyer, and lyne, 
Voyde al errours cause of geometrye ; 
Sownyng of instrumentis, concorde of mynstrelcye, 
Sette fulle and hoole be perfite unite ; 
Swetnesse of mesure causithe al melodye, 
By perfit musyk if it in mesure be. 

Without mesure may non artificere 

In his wirkyng parfitely precede, 

Peyntour, steyaour, mason, nor carpentere. 

Without mesure accompiisshe nat in dede ; 

Where mesure faylethe, wrong wrought is every dede. 

Of thynge to longe the superfluite 

Mesure cutte of, and thus who can take heede, 

Iche thynge is praysed if it in mesure be. 

Whan mesure failethe in dome or jugement, 
Rightwisnes is toumed to woodenesse, 
A rigurous juge, a foltisshe president. 
Withe hate and rancour dothe his vertu dresse ; 
Vengeaunce by envye theyre reason doth oppresse ; 
Whan they ben blynde and can no mesure se. 
False rooted malice and cruel wilfulnesse, 
Wil suffre no mesure in theyr court to be. 

G 
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An olde proverbe^ mesour is tresoure. 
Where mesure failethe is disconnemence ; 
In rethorik stant no parfite colour, 
But if it be conveyed by cadence, 
If mesure lak, what vailithe eloquence ? 
Concludyng thus the soveraute> 
Of every craft and of eche scyence, 
Receyvithe his price, if it in mesure be. 

Where mesure reygnithe, subgettis lyre in peas ; 
Roote of discorde is froward tyrannye : 
Favour in mesure causithe grete mires, 
And out of mesure it causithe grete envye. 
Men must by mesour rigour modifye^ 
Atwixt love and hate mesure dothe equyte ; 
Wherfor late soverayns use this policye, 
. What ever they do late It in mesure be. 

Lete men be mesure werk other travaile, 
Mesoure biddithe men do none outrages ; 
And he that ever of mesure takith counsaile, 
Can nat shewe in one hoode two visages. 
The coke by mesour sesonyth his potages, 
A temperat hete egalle in oone degre. 
By decoccioune to take theyr avauntages, 
Aforn provyded that al in mesure be. 

Disport withe labour among is necessary ; 
Travaile requyrithe a recreacioune ; 
Pees and werre ben thynges ful contrary : 
Mesure of ereriche grauntithe his season ; 
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Chaunge and diversite of complexioune 
In sundry agees set adversite, 
Nat to glad ne to hevy of condlcioune, 
But al is wele so it in mesure be. 

That is goode that causithe no damage. 
Honest disport that causithe none hyndryng. 
Blessid of God is also that langage. 
That kepithe his tunge fro froward bakbytyng ; 
And blessid is he that saithe wele of al thyng, 
And blissed is he whiche in his poverte. 
List thank God voyde al grucchyng, 
And dothe nothyng but it in mesure be. 

Late every man wisely advertise. 
He shal agayne receyve suche mesoure, 
By egal peyse and in the same wise. 
So as he weyethe unto hb neyghboure ; 
Be it of hate favour or rancoure. 
The gospel tellithe leme this of me. 
So as thow weyest be mercy or rigoure. 
The mesure same shal be don to the. 



o2 



84 lydgate's minor poems. 



A POEM AGAINST IDLENESS, AND THE 
HISTORY OF SARDANAPALUS. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 95-100.] 



Two maner of folkes to put in remembraunce. 
Of vice and vertu to put a difference, 
The goode alwey have set theyr plesaunee 
In vertuous labour to done theyr diligence ; 
And vicious peple in slouth and necligence ; 
Of whiche the reporte of both is thus reserved. 
With lawde or lack> liche as they have deserved. 

Men must of right the vertuous preferre. 
And triewly labour preyse and besynesse ; 
And ageynwarde dispreyse folke that erre, 
Whiche have no joye but al in idelnesse ; 
And to compare by a maner wytnesse, 
The vertuous folke I wille to mynde calle. 
In the rebukyng of the mysdoers alle. 

The olde wise deped Pictagoras, 

By the sowne of hamours, th'auctours specify e, 

Ensample toke, and chief mayster was, 

That fonde first al musyk and melodye ; 

Yit of Thubal som bookis specifye, 

That hevy strokis of smythes there they stoode 

Found out first musyk to-fore Noes floode. 
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The chieldreD of Seth in story ye may se, 
Flowryng in vertu by longe successiouns, 
For to profits to theyr posteryte, 
Founde first the crafte of hevenly mocyouns^ 
Of sundry sterris the revoluciouns, 
Byqwath theyr konnyng, for grete avauntage^ 
To theym that com after of theyr lynage. 

For theyre vertu, God gaf hem grete konnyng, 

Touchyng natures ye bothe of erthe and hevene^ 

And it remembrid sothly by writyng, 

To lasten ay for water and for levene ; 

Generaciouns of hem were sevene, 

Whiche for vertue, without werre and stryff, 

Travailed in konnyng duryng al theyr lyf. 

But for that Adam first dide prophecye 

That twyes this world shuld distroyed be, 

With water oonys stonde in jupartye, 

Next with the fuyre whiche no man may flee ; 

But Seeth his chieldren al this did wele see, 

And made two pillers : wherein men myght grave. 

From fuyre and water the carectis for to save. 

That oone was made of tyles ful harde y-bake, 
From touche of fuyre ay for to save scripture ; 
Of hard marble they dide another make, 
Agenst water strongly for to endure. 
To save of lettris the prynte and the fygure ; 
For theyr konnyng afome gan so provide, 
For fuyre and water perpetually to abyde. 
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They demed theyr konnyng hadde ben al in veyne, 
But if that folke with hem han ben partable ; 
And for theyr labour shulde after be seene> 
They it remembred by writyng ful notable, 
Unto-fore God a thyng ful commendable. 
To hem that folwe by scripture of writyng. 
So that men dy departen theyr konnyng. 

For in th' olde tyme men dyvers craftis first fonde. 
In sundry wise, thurgh occupacioune ; 
Vertu to cherisshe and vices to confounde, 
Theyre wittes they sette and theyr entencioune. 
To putte theyr labour in execusioune, 
And to outraye, this is the verray trowth> 
For mannes lyff is necligence and slowth. 

Olde Ennok, ful famous of vertu, 

Duryng that age fonde fyrste of ev^chone, 

Thurghe his prudence, the lettres of Ebrew, 

Whiche in a piler were keped al of stone. 

Til that the floode of Nooe was agone ; 

And, afler hym, Cham was the secunde. 

By whom of Ebrew the lettres were first founde> 

And Catarismus the first was that founde 
Lettres also as of that langage ; 
But lettres writen withe Goddis owne hand, 
Moyses first toke most of his visage. 
On Synay as he hield his passage, 
Whiche of carectis and names in sentence, 
From other writyng had a grete difference. 
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Eke after this, as other bokes telle, 
As seynt Jerom rehersithe in his style, 
That under th' empire of Zorobabelle 
Esdras of Ebrew first lettres gan compile, 
And Abraham gan sithe a grete while, 
The first he was in bookis men may se. 
That fonde lettres of Cirye and of Caldee. 

Isys in Egipt fonde a diversite 
Of sundry lettres parted in tweyne ; 
First to pristes and to the comunalte, 
Vulgar lettres he dide also ordeyne, 
And Phenicis did theyr besy peyne 
Lettres of Greke to fynde in theyr entent, 
Whiche that Cadmus into Grece sent. 

Of whiche the nombre fully was seventene ; 
Whan that of Troy endid was the bataile, 
Palamydes theyr langage to sustene. 
Put thre theyrto whiche gretely dide avayle. 
Pictagoras for prudent goyemayle, 
Fonde first out .y. a figure to discerne, 
Theyre lyff here short and lyff that is eteme. 

First Latyn lettres of our .a.b.c, 
Carmentis fonde hem of ful highe prudence ; 
Grete Omerus in Isodre ye may see, 
Among Grekis fonde craft of eloquence ; 
First in Rome> by soverayne excellence. 
Of rethoriques TuUius fonde the floures> 
Plee and defence of sotyl oratoures. 
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Calcicatres a graver most notable, 
Of white iVory he dide his besynesse, 
His hande, his eye, so just was and staUe, 
Of an ampte to grave out the lyknesse^ 
Upon the grounde, as nature doth hym dresse^ 
This craft he fonde, as dide Sarnadapalle 
Funde ydeines, moder to vices alle. 

Murmy chides, he made a chare also^ 
And a smal shyppe with al th' apparaile, 
So that a by myght close hem both two. 
Under his wynges, whiche is grete mervaile, 
And nothyng seyn of al the hole entaile, 
This crafte he fonde of vertuous besynesse, 
To eschew the vice of fro ward idelnesse. 

Perdix by compas fonde tryangle and lyne, 
And Euclyte first fonde out geometry e> 
And Phebus fonde out the craft of medicyne, 
Albumazar fonde first Astronomye ; 
And Mynerva gan first charis to guye ; 
Jason first sayled, in story it is tolde, 
Toward Colchos to wynne the flees of golde. 

Ceres the Goddes fond first the tilthe of londe ; 

Dionysius fonde the tryumphes transitory e ; 

And Bellona by force first he fonde> 

Conquest by knyghthod and in the fielde victorye ; 

And Martis soone, as put is in memory. 

Called Etholus, fonde first speres sharp and kene> 

To reune in werre in platis so bright and shene. 
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Also Aristeus foode first the usage 

Of mylke, and cruddis, and of hony swote ; 

Peryodes, for grete avauntage. 

From flyntes smote fuyre^ daryng in the roote ; 

And Pallas^ whiche that may to gold do boote^ 

Founde out first wevyng, this is verray sooth, 

Thurghe his prudence of al maner cloth. 

And Fydo first fonde out the science 
Of the mesures and the proporciouns> 
And for marchauntes dide well his diligence, 
^0 fynde balauncis by just divisiouns> 
To avoyde al frawde in citees and in townes, 
On ey ther partye jplainly to compile, 
Of alle triewe weight that there were no gyle. 

Compare in ordre clierly al these thynges, 
Founde of olde tyme by diligent travaile> 
To the plesaunce of princes and of kynges, 
To shewe how moche that konnyng may availe; 
And wey ageynwardes the froward acquitayle, 
Contrariously how Sarnadapalle 
Founde ydelnesse, the moder of vices alle. 

Lette pryncis alle herof taken heede. 
What that availeth vertuous besynesse, 
And what damage the revers doth indeede> 
Vicious lyffe> slowthe, and ydelnesse ; 
And this ensample lete hem eke inpresse 
Amyddes theyr herte, and how Sarnadapalle 
Founde ydelnesse, moder of vices alle. 
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Of Assurye to rekne the kynges alle, 
Whiche had that lond under subjeccioune, 
Laste of echon ther was Sarnadapalle, 
Most femynyne of his condicioune ; 
Wherfor fortune list to throwe hym downe, 
And compleyneng most uggely of manere, 
Next after Dydo to Bochas dide appere. 

To vicyous )ust his lyf he did enelyne, 

Amonge the Assuriens whanne he regne began. 

Of false usage he was so femynyne, 

That on the rok amonges wymmen he spanne, 

In theyre habyte disguysed from a man, 

And of frowarde fleshly insolence 

Of any man fledde ay the presence. 

First this kynge chase to be his guyde 
The moder of vices callid Ydelnesse, 
Whiche of custume hye vertue sette aside, 
In every courte wher that she is maystresse, 
Of sorow and myschief the first founderesse, 
Whiche caused only this Samadapalle, 
That to alle goodenes hb wittes dide appalle. 

He fonde up first ryot and dronkennesse, 
Callid a fadir of lust and lecherye ; 
Hateful of herte he was to sobrenesse, 
Cherisshyng surfaytes wacche and gloteny, 
Callid in his tyme a prince of bawdrye, 
Fonde reresoupers and fetherbeddis softe, 
To drynke late> and chaunge his wynes ofte. 
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The ayre of metis and of bawdy cookis, 
Whiche that of custom al day rost and seethe ; 
Savours of spices, ladils, and flesshookes, 
He loved wele and toke of hem goode hede ; 
And folke that drank more than it was nede, 
Of smellyng wyne for theyr grete excesse, 
Whiche hem to abyde was holly his gladnesse. 

He thought also that it dide hym goode, 
To have aboute hym, ageyns skylle and right, 
Boystous bochers al bespreynt with bloode. 
And watry fisshers abode ay in his sight, 
Theyr cotes powdred with scalis silver bright, 
Demyng theyr odour duryng al his lyve, 
Was to his courage most preservatyve. 

For ther nas herbe, spice, grasse, ne roote, 

To hym so lusty as was the bordel house, 

Ne no gardyne so holsom, ne so sweete. 

To his plesaunce, ne so delicious. 

As was the presence of folkes lecherous. 

And ever gladde to speke of ribawdye. 

And hem to cherisshe that cowde wele flatere and lye. 

Til at the last, God, of verray right, 
Displesed was with his condiciouns, 
Bycause he was in every mannes sight 
So femynyne in his affectiouns. 
And holly gaf his inclynaciouns, 
Duryng his lyf, to every vicyous thyng, 
To horrible to here, and namly of a kyng. 



92 lydgate's minor poems. 

But as Bochas list put in mynde, 

Whanne Arbachus a prince of grete renoune, 

Sygh of his kynge the fleshly lustes blynde, 

Made with the peple of that regioune 

Agenst the kyng a conjuracioune. 

And sent to hym, for his mysgovernauncey 

Of highe disdayoe a ful playne defyaunce. 

Bad hym beware and prowdly to hym tolde> 
That he hym cast his vicyous lyf t'assaile, 
And in al hast also that he wolde, 
Withynne a fielde mete hym in bataile. 
Wherfor astonyed, his herte began to faile^ 
Where he with wymmen satte and made his gawde 
No wight aboute hym but flaterers and bawdes. 

And up he rose and gan hymself to avaunce. 
No stuff with hym but folkes lecherous, 
And toke the fielde withouten govemaunce. 
No man aboute hym but foolis ryotours> 
Whos adversarye callid Arbachus, 
Made hym proudely the fielde to forsake. 
That liche a cowarde his castelle hathe he take. 

And for his herte frowardly gan fayle, 
Nought liche a knyght, but liche a losengeour. 
His riche perre, his riche apparaile, 
His golde, his Jewells, vessels, and tresoure, 
Was brought afore hym, downe out of a towre, 
A-myddes his paleys, gaf his men in charge, 
Of coole and fagot to make a fuyre large. 
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lo whic[h]e he caste his tresoure and jewayles> 
More bestial than liche a manly man. 
And in myddes his stones and vessels, 
Into the fuyre ful furiously he ran ; 
This tryumphe this Samadapalle wanne, 
Withe fuyre consumed for his fynal mede, 
Brent al to asshes among the cooles reede. 

To-fore his dethe he bad that men shulde write, 
Upon his grave, the booke doth specifye, 
Withe lettres large this rayson to endyte. 
My cursed lyf, my froward ribawdye, 
Myn ydelnes, myn hateful lecherye, 
Have caused me, with many false desire. 
In my last day to be consumed with fuyre. 

This epitaff on his grave he sette, 

To shewe how that he was in al his ly ve 

Ful besy ever to hyndren and to lette 

Al maner of vertue, and there agayne to stryve. 

Who foloweth his tracys is never liche to thryve, 

For whiche the princis seethe for your availe, 

Vengeaunce ay folwith the vyces at the tayle. 

O noble prynces ! here ye may wele see, 

As in a mirrour, a ful grete evydence. 

By many ensample, mo thanne two or thre, 

What harme folwith of slouthe and necligence; 

Depe enprintyng in your advertence, 

How grete hyndryng doth wilful frowardnesse 

To youre estate, thurghe wilful ydelnesse. 



94 lydgate's minor poems. 

Whanne reason failithe, and sensualite 
Holdeth the brydel of lecherous insolence, 
And sobrenes hath lost his liberte, 
And to false lust is done the reverence, 
And vice of vertue hath an apparence, 
Misledithe princis of wilful reklesnes> 
To grete errour of froward ydelnes. 

Ther may no slowthe no nother guerdoune bee, 
Neyther no nother condigne recompense, 
But sorow, myschief, and adversite, 
Sodayne vengeaunce and unware violence ; 
Whanne ye be frowarde in your magnificence. 
To knowe the Lorde, and bow you by mekenesse^ 
T* obey his precepte and eschewe ydelnesse. 



THE PROCESSION AT THE FEAST OF 
CORPUS CHRISTI. 

The following poem is taken from MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 250-253, 
but unfortunately ends imperfectly with the following note of 
the transcriber : " Shirley kowde fyude no more for this copye.'* 

Mr. Collier has referred to this piece of Lydgate*s in his History 
of Dramatic Poetry, ii. 141, and adds, that the poem appears to 
him to be complete. It has nothing, as Mr. Collier observes, 
dramatic in its shape and conduct. Ritson, however, inserts ''A 
procession of pageants from the creation'' in his list of Lydgate's 
works : copying, perhaps, from Tanner, who has conjectured the 
Coventry series of miracle-plays to have been written by him ; 
but not giving any reference to MS. Harl. 2255, as Mr. Collier 
intimates (i. 21), which belongs solely, though erroneously, to 
No. 153 of Ritson's list. 
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PROCESSIOUNE OF CORPUS CRISTI. 



This highe feste for to magDifye, 

Now fest of festis, most heveulj and devyne ! 
In gostly gladnesse to governe us and guy, 

By whiche al grace dothe upone shyne ; 
For DOW this day al derknesse to enlumyoe, 

In youre presence sette out of figure, 
Shal be declared by many an unkouthe signe, 

Gracious mysteries grounded in Scripture. 

First that this fest may be the more magnifyed, 

Seothe and considrithe in yowre imagynatif, 
For Adam his synne how Crist was crucify ed. 

Upon a crosse to stynten al oure stryf ; 
Fruyt celestial hang on the tre of lyf, 

The fruyte of fruytes for short conclusioune, 
Oure helthe, oure foode> and oure restauratif. 

And chief repaat of oure redempcioune. 

Remembrithe eke in yowre inward entent 

Melchisedech that offred brede and wyne, 
In figure only of the sacrament, 

Steyned in Bosra, on Calvarye made rede; 
On Sherthursday to-fore that he was dede. 

For memoryal most soverayne and goode> 
Gaf his aposteles take herof goode heede> 

His blessid body and his precious bloode. 
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Chosen of God this patriark Abraham, 

Example playne of hospitalite. 
Recorde 1 take whan the Aungel cam, 

To his householde which were in nombre thre ; 
In figure only of the Trynite, 

Sette to hem brede withe ful glad chiere, 
Of grete comfort a token who list se, 

The sacrament that stondithe on the autier. 

To Isaac God list his grace shewe, 

Lyneally downe from that partye, 
In erthes fatnes and in hevenly dewe, 

From the Holy Gost descendyng to Marie, 
That braunche of Jesse God list to glorifie. 

This Rose of Jericho fresshest on ly ve, 
Blissid among wymmem Luc dothe specific, 

Whos name is figured here withe lettres fy ve. 

Jacob saughe aungels goyng up and downe 

Upon a ladder, he slepyng certayne 
Lowe on a stone for recreacioune. 

The whete glene crowned above the greyne ; 
Forged of gold an host therein I seyne, 

This Cristes brede delicious unto kynges. 
Withe gostly gladnesse gracious and soverayne, 

Geyne foreyn damage of al erthely thynges. 

This noble duk, this prudent Moyses, 

Withe golden homes liche Phebus beames bright, 
His ark so riche his viole for to encres. 

Withe the manna to make our hertis light. 
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Fygure and lyknesse who so looke aright, 

Thb gostly manna bcyng here present, 
To us figurithe in oure inward sight, 

A symilitude of the sacrement. 

This chosen Aaron beryug a lyknesse, 

In holy writ as it is clierly fbunde. 
Of triewe priesthod and gostly perfitnesse, 

This innocent, this lambe withe large wounde) 
The fiende oure enemye outraye and confounde. 

Is token and signe of Cristes passioune. 
Spiritual gladnesse most for to habounde. 

This day mynistred til oure reffeccioune. 

Thow chose of God, David that sloughe Golye 

Withe slyng and stoone, callid the Champioune 
Of al Israel, as bookes specifye. 

That sloughe the bere, that venqwysshed the lyoune. 
Figure of Jesu that withe his passioune^ 

And verray victor withe his woundes fy ve. 
Brought the Philistes unto subjeccioune. 

Whan Longius spere dide thurghe his hert ryve. 

Ecclesiast, myrrour of sapyence, 

Withe close castel besyde a clowde rede, 
That same token be virgynal evydence, 

Sette in Marie, flowryng of maydenhede ; 
Whiche bare the fruyt, the celestial brede 

Of oure comfort and consolacioune, 
Into whos brest the Holy Gost, takethe heede. 

Sent to Nazarethe graciously cam downe. 



98 lydgate's minor poems. 

Beholde this prophete called Jeremye, 

Be a visioune so hevenly and divyne, 
Toke a chalice, and fast gan hym hye 

To presse out licour out of the rede vyne ; 
Greyne in the myddes, whiche, to make us dyne. 

Was beete and bulted floure to make of brede, 
A gracious fygure that a pure virgyne, 

Should bere manna in whiche lay al oure specde. 

This I saye in token of plente, 

A braunche of vynes most gracious and meete. 
At a grete fest hym thought he dide se, 

And tber withe al a gracious gleeve of whete ; 
Token of joy e from the hevenly seete, 

Whan God above list from Jessyes lyne 
To make his grace as gold dewe down to fleete, 

To staunche oure venyme which was serpentyne. 

Holy Helyas by grace that God hym sent, 

The noble prophete benygne and honurable, 
Made stronge in spirite fourty dayes went 

In hisjournay, the brede made hym so stable; 
Cristallyne water to hym so comfortable, 

Al his viage bothe in breede and lengthe, 
A blessed figure verray comfortable. 

Of the sacrament comythe oure gostly strengthe. 

Zacarie holdyng there the fayre censyer, 

Withe gostly fumes as any bawme so sweete. 

That up ascenditbe from the hertis roote, 
Gostly tryacle and oure lyves boote, 
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Agenst the sorwes of worldly pestilence, 
Alia iDfecte ayres it puttithe under foote. 

Of hem that takithe this brede withe reverence, 
Be meditaciouns and grete prayer. 

Blessid Baptist of clennesse lok and key. 

Most devoutly gan marken and declare. 
Withe his fynger whan he sayde Agnus Dei, 

Shewed the lamb whiche caused oure welfare ; 
On Goode Friday was on the crosse made bare, 

And offred up for our redempcioune. 
On Ester morwe to stynte al oure care, 

Agenst sikenes oure restauracioune. 

This holy man, the evaungelist Seynt John, 

The Apocalips wrote, and eke dranke poysoune, 
In Cristes faithe as stable as the stone, 

Abode withe Jhesu in his passyoune. 
And for to make a declaracioune, 

On the chalice patyn, a chield yong of age, 
Shewed after there the consecracioune. 

This brede is he that deyed for our outrage. 

This blessid Mark resemblyng the lyoune. 

In his gospel, partite, stable, and goode. 
Of brede and wyne for confirmacioune. 

On Sherthursday remembrithe how it stoode, 
Sayde at his sowper, withe a blisful moode. 

To his disciples aforn or he aros, 
" This breede my body, this wyne it is my bloode, 

Whiche that for man deyed upon the crosse." 
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Holy Mathew, this elate gospeler, 

Stable, parfite, and triewe in his entente 
He wrote and sayde of hole hert and entier, 

Towching this blessid glorious sacrement ; 
" This is the chalice of the Newe Testament, 

That shal be shadde for many and nat for oon, 
For Crist Jhesu was from his fader sent, 

Excepcioune none, but deyed for echon." 

Lucas confermythe of this holy bloode, 

To avoyde alwey al ambyguite, 
** This is my body that shal for man be dede, 

Hym to delyver from infernal powste, 
To Jerusalem th* emperial citee, 

Hym to conduyte eternaly to abyde, 
Adam oure fader and his posterite, 

By Crist that suffred a spere to perce his syde." 

Paulus, doctor, writithe in his scripture, 

The whiche affermythe and saythe us triewly, 
Yif ther be foundn any creature, 

Whiche that this brede receyvithe unworthily, 
He etithe his brede most dampnably. 

For whiche I counsaile and playnly thus I meane, 
Eche roan be ware to kepe hym prudently, 

Nat to resceyve it, but if he be clene. 

He that is clepid " mayster of sentence/' 

Sette in a clowde holde here a fresshe image, 

Remembrithe eke by grete excellence, 
In this matier avoidyng al outrage. 
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Gyveu to man here in oure pilgremage. 

This sacrement after his doctryne, 
Is Cristes body repast of our passage, 

By the Holy Gost take of a pure virgyne. 

The noble clerk the doctour ful famous, 

Writethe and recorditbe remembryng triewly, 
Geyne heretykes hooly Jeronymus 

How that this host is hole in eche partye ; 
Botha God and man Cri^t Jhesus verilye^ 

In eche particle hole and endevided, 
This is oure beleeve and creaunce feithfully, 

Out of oure hertis al errours circumsided. 

Moral Gregore ful wele reherse he can, 

In his writyng and vertuous doctryne. 

How it is flesshe take of a pure virgyne, 
Geyne al sikenes oure chief restoratif. 

This sacrament, this blessid brede of lyf. 
This glorious doctour, this partite holy man, 

Touchy ng this brede do thus determyne. 

Blessid Austyne rehersithe in sentence. 

Whan Crist is ete or receyve in substaunce. 
That lyf is eten of hevenly excellence, 

Qwykenyng oure hert withe al gostly plesaunce, 
Repast ay lasting, restoratyf eternal, 

Oure force, oure myght, oure strengthe, oure sub- 
staunce, 
And remedy agenst al oure olde grevaunce, 

Brought in be bytyng of an appul smal. 
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Ambrosius withe sugred eloquence, 

Writithe withe his penne and langage laureate. 
Withe Cristes word substancial in sentence, 

The sacrament is justly consecrate, 
Oure daily foode renewyng oure estate, 

Reconsilyng us whan we trespas or erre. 
And raakithe us myghti withe Sathan to debate. 

To Wynne tryuraphe in al his mortal werre. 

Maister of storyes, this doctour ful notable, 

Holdyng a chalice here in a sonue cliere^ 
An host aloft glorious and comendable, 

A pitee playneng withe a ful hevy chiere, 
Withe face downe cast shewyng the manere, 

Of hir compleynte withe hir pitous looke, 
Elas ! she bought hir sones dethe to dere, 

Whan he for man the raunsom on hym tooke. 

This holy Thomas callid of Alqwyne, 

Be highe myracle that saughe persones thre,. 
An ost ful rounde, a sonne about it shyne, 

Joyned in oone by perfite unite, 
A glorious liknesse of the Trynite 

Gracious and digne for to be commendid. 
Withe feythe, withe hope, withe perfite charite,. 

Al oure beleeve is therin comprehendid. 

Withe there figures shewed in yowre presence, 
By dyvers liknesse yow to do plesaunce, 

Receyvithe hem withe devout reverence. 
This brede of lyf ye kepe in remembraunce. 
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Oute of this Egipt of worldly grevaunce, 

Yowre restoratyf celestial manna. 
Of whiche God graunt eternal suffisaunce, 

Where aungels syng everlastyng Osanna. 



LONDON LACKPENNY. 

This is the best known of Lydgate^s ballads, and has been fre- 
quently printed ; by Strutt, Pugh, Nicolas, and partly by Stowe. 
There are two copies in the British Museum, MSS. Harl. 367 and 
542 : we take our text from the former and best of these copies, 
which differ considerably from each other. 



To London once my stepps I bent, 
Where trouth in no wyse should be faynt, 
To Westmynster-ward I forthwith went. 
To a man of law to make complaynt, 
I sayd, '' for Marys love, that holy saynt I 
i^ity the poore that wold proceede ;" 
But for lack of mony I cold not spede. 

And as I thrust the prese amonge. 

By froward chaunce my hood was gone, 

Yet for all that I stayd not longe, 

Tyll to the kyngs bench I was come. 

Before the judge I kneled anone, 

And prayd hym for Gods sake to take heede ; 

But for lack of mony I myght not speede. 
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Beneth them sat clarkes a great rout. 
Which fast dyd wryte by one assent, 
There stoode up one and cryed about, 
Rychard, Robert, and John of Kent. 
I wyst not well what this man ment. 
He cryed so thycke there indede ; 
But he that lackt mony myght not spede. 

Unto the common place I yode thoo, 

Where sat one with a sylken hoode ; 

I dyd hym reverence, for I ought to do so, 

And told my case as well as I coode, 

How my goods were defrauded me by falshood. 

I gat not a mum of his mouth for my meed, 

And for lack of mony I myght not spede. 

Unto the Rolls I gat me from thence, 
Before the clarkes of the chauncerye, 
Where many I found earnyug of pence, 
But none at all once regarded mee. 
I gave them my playnt uppon my knee ; 
They lyked it well, when they had it reade : 
But lackyng money I could not be sped. 

In Westmynster hall I found out one, 

Which went in a long gown of raye ; 

1 crowched and kneled before hym anon. 

For Maryes love, of help I hym praye. 

" I wot not what thou meanest,*' gan he say ; 

To get me thence he dyd me bede, 

For lack of mony I cold not speed. 
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Within this hall, nether rich nor yett poore 

Wold do for me ought, although I shold dye. 

Which seing, 1 gat me out of the doore, 

Where Flemynges began on me for to cry, 

" Master, what will you copen or by ? 

Fyne felt hattes, or spectacles to reede ? 

Lay down your sylver, and here you may speede." 

Then to Westmynster-Gate I presently went, 
When the sonn was at hyghe pryme ; 
Cookes to me, they tooke good entente. 
And proferred me bread, with ale and wyne, 
Rybbs of befe, both fat and ful fyne. 
A fayre cloth they gan for to sprede ; 
But wantyng mony I myght not then speede. 

Then unto London I dyd me hye. 
Of all the land it beareth the pryse : 
Hot pescodes, one began to crye, 
Strabery rype, and cherryes in the ryse; 
One bad me come nere and by some spyce, 
Peper and safforne they gan me bede. 
But for lack of mony I myght not spede. 

Then to the Chepe I began me drawne. 

Where mutch people I saw for to stande ; 

One ofred me velvet, sylke, and lawne. 

An other he taketh me by the hande, 

" Here is Parys thred, the fynest in the land ;" 

1 never was used to such thyngs indede, 

And wantyng mony I myght not spede. 
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Then went I forth by London stone, 

Throughout all Canwyke streete ; 

Drapers mutch cloth me offred anone ; 

Then comes me one cryed hot shepes feete ; 

One cryde makerell, ryster grene, an other gan greete ; 

On bad me by a hood to cover my head, 

But for want' of mony I myght not be sped. 

Then I hyed me into Est-Chepe ; 

One cryes rybbs of befe, and many a pye ; 

Pewter pottes they clattered on a heape ; 

There was harpe, pype, and mynstrelsye. 

" Yea, by cock I nay, by cock I" some began crye ; 

Some songe of Jenken and July an for then mede ; 

But for lack of mony I myght not spede. 

Then into Corn-Hyl anon I yode. 
Where was mutch stolen gere amonge ; 
I saw where honge myne owne hoode. 
That I had lost amonge the thronge : 
To by my own hood I thought it wronge, 
I knew it well as I dyd my crede, 
But for lack of mony I could not spede. 

The taverner took mee by the sieve, 

*' Sir," sayth he, " wyll you our wyne assay ?" 

I answered, that can not mutch me greve, 

A peny can do no more then it may, 

I drank a pynt and for it dyd paye ; 

Yet sone a hungerd from thence I yode, 

And wantyng mony I cold not spede. 
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Then hyed I me to Belyngsgate ; 

And one cryed, *'hoo I go we hence I" 

I prayd a barge man, for God's sake. 

That he wold spare me my expence. 

" Thou scapst not here," quod he, "under ij. pence ; 

I lyst not yet bestow any almes dede.*' 

Thus lackyng mony I could not speede. 

Then I convayd me into Kent ; 

For of the law wold I meddle no more ; 

Because no man to me tooke entent, 

I dyght me to do as I dyd before. 

Now Jesus, that in Bethlem was bore, 

Save London, and send trew lawyers there mede ! 

For who so wantes mony with them shall not spede. 



THE TALE OF THE LADY PRIORESS AND HER 

THREE SUITORS. 

There can be little doubt that this humorous story is translated 
from a French Fabliau, but we have not been able to discover that 
the original is known. It is here printed from MS. Harl. 78. 



O GLORYUS God, oure governor^ gladin alle this 

gesttyng, 
And gyfe them joye that wylle here whatt I shalle saye 

or syng. 
Me were lothe to be under non of them that byn not 

cbnnyng ; 
Many maner of men there be that wylle meddylle of 

^very thyng. 
Of resons x. or xij. 
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Dyverse mene fawttes wylle fele, 
That knowethe no more then doythe my hele, 
That they thynke nothyng ys welle, 
But yt do meve of themselfe. 

But yt move of themselfe, for sothe they thynke yt 

ryghte nowght ; 
Many men ys so usyd, ther terme ys soen toughte. 
Sympylle ys there consayet, when yt ys forthe broughte: 
To meve you of a matter, forsothe, I am be thoughte. 

To declare you of a case. 
Make you mery alle and soue, 
And I shalle telle you of a noone, 
The fayryst creator under the sone, 

Was pryorys of a plase. 

The lady that was lovely, a lorddes dowter she was, 
Full pewer and fuUe precyous provyd in every plase; 
Lordes and laymen and spryttualle her gave chase, 
For her fayer beawte grette temtacyon she base, 

H<T love for to wynne, 
Grett gyftes to here they brow3th ; 
Many men lowythe here out hir softe ; 
How here selfe myght from them wrowthe, 

She wyst not how to begyene. 

There wooyd a young knyght, a fresse lord and a fayer ; 
And a parson of a paryche, aperelet wythouttyn pyre; 
And a burges of a borrow ; lyst and ye shalle here 
How they had layed ther love upon the lady dere. 
And nooen of other wyst. 
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They goo and com ; 
Desyryd of here louff soene, 
They sware by son and mone 
Of here to have there lyste. 

The young knyghte for the ladys love narrow tornyd 

and went, 
Many bokkes and dooys to the lady he sent ; 
The parson present her prevely hys matters to amend, 
Bedds, brochys, and botelles of wyen he to the lady sent; 

The burges to her broght. 
Thus they trobylyd ihorow tene, 
She wyst not how here selffe to mene. 
For to kepe here soule clene. 

Telle she her be-thought. 

The young knyght be-thought hym mervelously wythe 

lady for to melle ; 
He flatteryd her wythe many a fabylle, fast hys toung 

gan telle; 
Lessyngs lepyd out amonge, as sowend of a belle : 
** Madam, but I have my lyst of you, I sehalle my- 
seleff quelle : 
Youre lovfe unto me graunt. 
In batylle bolde there abyde. 
To make the Jues there heddes hyde, 
With gret strokes and bloddy syd, 
And sle many a grette gyaunt 

" AUe ys for your love, madame, my lyfe wold 1 venter, 
So that ye wylle graunt me, I have desyryd many a 
wyntter, 
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Under tiethe your comly cowle to have myn intent." 
** Syr," she sayd, " ye be ower lord, ower patron, and 
ower precedent ; 

Your wylle must nedes be don. 
So that ye wylle goo thys tyde 
Dowen to the chapylle under the wood syde, 
And be rewlyd as I wylle ye gyde." 

" AUe redy,** sayde he thoo. 

" Dowen in the wode there ys a chapelle, ryght as I 

you hyght lett; 
Therein must ye ly alle nyght, my love and ye wylle 

gett ; 
Ly there lyke a ded body sowyd in a shett, 
Than shalle ye have my love, my nawen hony swett. 

Unto morow that yt be lyght." 
" Madame," he sayd, " for your love 
Yt shalle be don, be God above I 
Ho sayethe, naye, here ys me glove, 

In that quarelle for to fyght." 

That knyght kyssyd the lady gent, the bargen was made; 
Of no bargen syght he was borne was he never halfe 

so glade. 
He went to the chapelle, as the lady hym bad ; 
He sowyd hymselfe in a shett, he was nothyng a-dred, 

He thought apon no sorrow. 
When he com there, he layed up ryght, 
Wythe ij. tapers bornynge bryght, 
There he thought to ly alle nyght, 

To kys the lady on the morrow. 
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As soon as the knyght was gon, she sent for Sir John ; 

Welle I wott he was not long, he cam to her anon. 

" Madam," he sayd, " what shalle I do ?" She answeryd 

to him than, 
Sche sayd, ** hyt schalle telle yow my conssell sone, 

Blowen yt ys so brode. 
I have a cosyn of my blode, 
Lyethe ded in the chapylle wood; 
For owyng of a som of good 

Hys beryng ys forbode. 

** We be not abylle to pay the good that men do crave, 
Therfore we send for you, ouer worshype for to save : 
Say his dorge and masse, and laye hym in hys grave, 
Wythin a whyle after my love shalle you have, 

And truly kepe consell." 
Hys hartte hoppyd hys wyll to worke ; 
To do alle thys he undertoke. 
To say hys servys apon a boke 

He sware be hevyn and helle. 

" Do thy dever," the lady sayd, " as farforthe as thou may, 
Then shalt thou have thy wylle of me." And serten 

to I the saye. 
Sir John was as glad of thys as ever was fowle of daye ; 
Wyth a m[a]ttake and a shovylle to the chapylle he 
takythe the waye. 

Where he lay in his shett. 
When he cam ther, he made hys pett, 
And sayed hys dorge at his fett. 
The knyght lyethe stylle, and dremyd hyt 

That my loffe whas hys swett. 



• t 
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As soen as the pryst was gon the yong knyght for to bery. 
She sent after the marchaunt; to her he cam full mery. 
" Dowen in the wode ther ys a chape11> ys fayer under 

a pere, 
Therin lyethe a ded corse, thefore must ye stere ye, 

To helpe us in ower ryght; 
He owyth us a som of golde, 
To forbyd hys beryng I am bolde ; 
A pryst ys theder, as yt ys me tolde, 

To bery hym thys nyght. 

" Yf the corse beryd be, and ower mony not payed, 
Yt were a fowUe sham for us so for to be bytrayed ; 
And yf ye wyll do after me, the pryst shalle be afrayed ; 
In a develles garment ye shalle be arayed. 

And stalke ye theder fulle stylle. 
When ye se the pryst styre, 
To bery hym that lyeth on bere, 
Lepe in at the quyer dore, 

Like a fend of helle." 

" Madam, for your love, soen I shall be tyryd, 

So that ye wylle graunt me that I have oft desyryd." 

" Syr,** she sayd, " ye shalle y t have, but fyrst I wyll be 

sewyred, 
That ower cownselle ye wylle kepe that they be not 
dyscuryd. 

Tell to morow that yt be day. 
Yf thou voyed, or ells flee, 
For ever thou lesyst the love of me." 
•* I graunt, madame," sythe he, 

And on wythe ys araye. 
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He dyght hym in a dyvelles garment, ffurthe gan he goo ; 
He cam in at the chrych dore> as the dyrge was doo, 
Rynnyng, roryng, wythe hys rakyls, as devilles semyd 

to doo. 
The pryst brayed up as a boke, hys hartt was allemost goo» 

He demyd hymselfe but ded, 
He was afered he was to slowe ; 
He rose up he wyst not howe, 
And brake out at a wyndow, 

And brake fowle ys heed. 

But he that bod all the brunt, how sherwly he was egged, 

For to here hys dyrge do, and se hys pet deggyd. 

*' I trow I had my damys curse, I myght have byn 

better beddyd ; 
For now I am but lost, the lyghtter but I be leggy d." 

And up rose he then. 
The devyll se the body rose ; 
Then hys hart began to gryse : 
" I trow we be not alle wyse," 

And he began to ryen. 

His ragys and hys rattelles clen be had forgett ; 

So had the yong knyght, that sowyed was in the shett. 

The pryst demyd them devylles both, wyth them he 

wolde not mett ; 
He sparyd nother hylle, nor holte, busche, gryne, 
nor grett ; 
Lord I he was fowle scrapyd ! 
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The other twayen was elle aferd, 
They sparyd nethe stylle ne sherds 
They had lever then mydylle erd, 
Ayther from other have scapyd. 

The pryst toke a by pathe, wyth them he wolde not mett; 
Y[i]t ys hed was fowle brokyn> the blod ran dowen to 

ys fett ; 
He ran in a fyrryd gowen, he cast of alle hys clothys, 

alle his body gan reke. 
To the bare breke 

Because he wolde goo lyght 
He thought he harde the devylle loushe, 
He start into a bryer boushe, 
That al his skyen gan rowsshe 

Of hys body quyt 

The knyth he ran into a wood, as fast as he myght 

weend ; 
He felle apon a stake^ and fowle his lege gan rentt; 
Therefore he toke no care, he was aferd of the fend ; 
He thought yt was a longe waye to the pathes end. 

But then cam alle hys care I 
In at a gape as he glent 
By the medylle he was hent, 
Into a tre tope he went 

In a bokes snarre. 

The marchaunt ran apon a laund there where growyth 
no thoren, 
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He felle apon a bollys bake, he causte hym apon hys 

horays. 
" Out ! alas !" he sayd, *' that ever I was boren, 
For now I goo to the devylle byeause I dyd hym scoren, 

Unto the pytt of helle." 
The boUe ran into a myre, 
There he layed ower fayer syer. 
For alle the world he durst not stere, 

Tylle that he herde a belle. 

On the morrow he was glad that he was so scapyd ; 
So was the pryst also, thoo he was body nakyd. 
The knyght was in the tre tope, for dred fere he quaked ; 
The best jowelle that he had fayne he wolde forsake, 

For to com dowene. 
He caught the tre by the tope, 
Ye and eke the calle trope ; 
He felle and brake hys fore tope 

Apon the bare growend. 

Thus they went from the game, begylyd and beglued ; 
Nether on other wyst, hom they went be-shrewyd ; 
The parsone tolde the lady on the morrow, what mys- 

chyf ther was shewed. 
How that he had ronne for her love, hys merthys wer 

but lewed. 

He was so sore dred of dethe. 

'' When I shuld have beryd the corse, 

The devylle cam in, the body rose. 

To se alle thys my hart grese, 

AlyflPe I scapyd unnethe.'* 

\1 
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" Remember/* the lady saythe, " what myschyfe heron 

goythe ; 
Had I never lover yet that ever dyed good dethe." 
" Be that lord I*' sayd the pryst, ** that shope bothe ale 

and mette I 
Thow shaltte never be wooed for me, whylyst I have 

speche or brethe, 
Whyle I may se or here." 
Thus they to mad ther boat ; 
Furthe he went wythout the corse. 
Then com the knyght for hys purpos^ 
And told her of hys fare. 

" Now I hope to have your love, that I have servyd 

youre; 
For bought I never love soo dere sythi was man i-bore." 
" Hold thy pese I" the lady sayd, <* therof speke thou 

no more, 
For by the newe bargen my love thou hast for-lore, 

AUe thys hundrythe wynter." 
She answered hym ; he went hys way. 
The marchaunt cam the same day, 
He told her of hys grett afray, 

And of hys hyght aventure. 

" Tylle the corse shulde be beryd, be the bargen I abode ; 
When the body ded ryse, a grymly gost a-gleed, 
Then was tyme me to stere, many a foyle I be-strood ; 
There was no hegge for me to hey, nor no watter to brod, 
Of you to have my wylle." 
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The lady said, " pese, fulle blethe. 
Neer," she said, " whylle thou art man on lyffe ; 
For I shalle shew yt to they wyff, 
And alle the contre yt tylle. 

And proclam ytte in the markyt towene, they care to 

encrese," 
Therwyth he gave her xx. marke that she shold hold 

her pese. 
Thus the burges of the borrowe, after hys dyses, 
He endewed into the place wyth dedes of good relese. 

In fee for ever more. 
Thus the lady ded fre. 
She kepythe her vyrgenyte, 
And indewed the place wyth ffee, 

And salvyd them of ther soore. 



MORAL OF THE FABLE OF THE HORSE, THE 
GOOSE, AND THE SHEEP. 

Copies of this moral tale are common in manuscript, and it has 
been printed by our early printers, Caxton and Wynkyn de Worde. 
See MS. Lansd. 699 ; MS. Lamb. 306 ; MS. Rawl. Oxon. C. 86 ; 
MS. Bodl. Laud. 598, Bern. 1475. I have thought it sufficient 
to give the moral from MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 314-316. 



THE MORALITY OF THE B0R8,THE GOOSE, AND THE SHEEPE, 
TRANSLATED BY DAN JOHNE LIDOATE. 

Of this fable conteynethe this sentence. 
At goode leyser dothe the matier see, 
Whiche inportithe grete intelligence, 
If ye list, take the moralite I 
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Profitable to every comunalte, 

Whiche includithe in many sundry wise, 

No man shuld, of highe or low degre^ 

For no prerogatif his neyghburghe to dispise, 

Trappours of golde ordeyned were for stiedis, 
Sheepe in theyr pasture to grace withe mekenes, 
Yitte of theyr wuUis bien wonder riche wedis, 
Of smotbe downe made pilwes for softnes, 
Fether-beddis to sleepe on whan men hem dress< 
Toward Aurora ageyn til they rise, 
RoUe up this problem, thynke it dothe expresse, 
For no prerogatif his neyghburghe to dispise. 

The inward meanes, aforn as it is told. 
The hors is taken of marcial noblesse. 
Withe his bellis and boosis brode of gold, 
Estate of tirauntis the poraile dothe expresse. 
The wolfe in fieldis the shepe dothe grete duress 
Rukking in foldis for fere dar nat arise, 
Ye that have power be ware in yowre highnessc 
For no prerogatif yowre subgettis to dispise. 

As pronostatike clerks beren witnesse, 
Be ware of Phebus that erly castithe hir light, 
Of reyne, storme, or myst, or of derkenesse, 
Shal after folowe long or it be n5'ght ; [fli 

Signe of grete wynter whan wielde gees take th( 
Nat highe nor lowe presumen of his myght, 
For no prerogatif his neyghburghe to dispise. 
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Of many straunge unkowthe simylitude, 
Poetis of olde fables han contryved. 
Of sheepe, of hore, of gees, and bestis rude, 
By whiche theyr witte was secretely approved. 
Under covert termes tirauntes eke reproved, 
Theyr oppressiouns and malice to chastice, 
By example of reasen goodely to be meved, 
For no prerogatif the pontile to dispise. 

Fortunes course diversly is dressid, 

By liknes of many another tale ; 

Men, beste, and fowle, and fisslies blen oppressed. 

Of grete fisshes devoured bien the smale. 

In theyr nature bi female or bi male ; 

Whiche in nature is a ful straunge guyse, 

To sen a cukkow raurther a nyghtyngale. 

An innocent bridde of hatered to dispise. 

Withe this processe who that be wrothe or woode, 
Thynges outrage bien founde in every kynde, 
A cherol of birthe hatithe gentil bloode ; 
It were a monstre geyne nature, as I fynde, 
That a grete mastyfe shuld a lyoun bynde ; 
A perilous clymbyng whan beggers up arise 
To hye estate, marke this in yowre mynde. 
By false prerogatif theyr neyghburghs to dispise. 

False supplantyng, clymbyng of foolis 

Unto chayers of worldly dignite, 

Looke of discrecioune sette jobbardis upon stoolis, 

Whiche hathe distroyed many a comunalte, 
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Marchol to sitte in Salamons see, 

What fol withe after no reason no justice, 

Injuste promocioune^and parcialite. 

By false prerogatyf theyr neyghburghs to dispise. 

Atwene riche and poore, what is the difference, 
Whan dethe approchithe, in every creature ? 
Sauf a gay tumbe fresshe of apparence, 
The riche is shitte withe colours and picture, 
To hide his careyne stuffid withe foule ordure, 
The poore lithe lowe after the comune guyse. 
To techon al prowde men of reason and nature, 
For no prerogatif his neyghburghe to dispise. 

Ther was a kyng whilom as I rede. 
As is remembred, of not ful yoore agon, 
Whiche cast awey crowne and purpur wede, 
Bicause that he knew nat boon from boon ; 
Of poore ne riche hym tempte they were aloon. 
Refused his corowne and gan to advertise, 
Princis buryed in glasse ane precious stone^ 
Shu Id of no pompe theyr subgettis to dispise. 

This thyng was done in Alisaundre tyme, 

Bothe authentique and historialle, 

Bode nat til nyghte left his estate at pryme, 

His purpul mantel his gamementis royalle, 

To exemplifie in especial, 

To emperial power that perol is to rise, 

Who clymbythe hyest most dredfuUe is his falle, 

Eche man be ware his neyghburghe to dispise. 
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Highe and lowe were made of oo nature^ 
Of erthe we cam to erthe we shal ageyne, 
Withe theyr victories and triumphes incertayne, 
In charis of gold lete hem have no disdayne, 
Thoughe they eche day of newe hemselfe disguyse, 
Fortune is false his sonne is meynt withe reyne. 
Beware ye princis youre subgettis to dispise. 

Hede and feete bien necessary bothe, 
Feete bere up alle and heedis shal provide, 
Hors, sheepe, and gees whi shul they be wrothe, 
For theyr comodites to abrayden up pride ; 
Nature theyr yiftes dothe dyversly divide ; 
Whos power lastithe from Cartage unto Pise, 
He hastithe wele that wisely gan abide, 
For any prerogatif his neyghburghe to dispise. 

To best and fowle nature hathe sette a lawe, 
Ordeyned stiedis in justes for the knyght, 
In cart and ploughe horsis for to draw, 
Sheepe in theyr pasture to grase day and nyght. 
Gees to swymme, among to take theyr flight ; 
Of God and kynde taken al theyr fraunchise, 
Yevynge ensample that no maner wight 
For no prerogatif his neyghburghe shal dispice. 
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ON THE WRETCHEDNESS OF WORLDLY 

AFFAIRS. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 272-275.] 

THIS WORLD IS A THURGHEFARE FUL OF WOO. 

Lyft up the ieen of your advertence, 

Ye that bethe blynde withe worldly vanyte, 
No better myrrour than experience^ 

For to declare his mutabilite. 
Lo ! now withe joye, now withe adversite^ 

To erthely pilgrymes that passen to and froo, 
Fortune shewithe ay, by chaungyng hir see. 

How this world is a thurghefare ful of woo. 

Boys in his booke of Consolacioune, 

Writethe and rehersithe fortunes variaunce, 
And makithe there a playne discripcioune, 

To trust on hir ther is none assuraunce ; 
For who til hir, lo I hathe attendaunce. 

Is liche a pilgryme passyng to and froo, 
To shewe to us withe sugred false plesaunce, 

How this world is a thurghefare ful of woo. 

In this world here is none abidyng place. 

But that it is by processe remuable : 
For who had ever in erthe suche a grace. 

To make fortune for to abide stable : 
Hir double face is so variable, 

Seethe by these pilgrymes that passen to and fro. 
To prudent folkes an ymage acceptable, 

How this worlde is a thurghefare ful of woo. 



lydgate's minor poems. 123 

Nis nat this world liche a pilgrymage, 

Wher highe ne lowe no while may abyde ? 
Liche a fayre peyntiire sette on a stage, 

That sodainly is oft so cast aside ? 
Fy on pompe, and fy on worldly pride, 

Whlche bien but pilgrymes passynge to and froo. 
To shewe plainly^ who that can provide, 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

Cure fader Adam bygan withe sore travaile, 

Whan he was flemed out of Paradice. 
Lord I what myght than gentillesse availe. 

The first stokke of labour toke his price ; 
Adam in the tilthe whilom was holden wyse. 

And Eve in spynnyng prudent was also. 
For to declere as be myn advise, 

How this world is a thurghefare ful of woo. 

Is nat the cart and the laborious ploughe. 

Of lordes riches and of theyr haboundaunce 
Roote and grounde, if they kowde have i-nowghe, 

And hold hem content withe fortunes chaunce. 
But covetise oppressithe soufRsaunce, 

In worldly pilgrymes passyng to and froo, 
To shewen alias and maken demonstraunce. 

How this world is a thurghefare ful of woo. 

And for to telle plainly and nat to spare, 
Whiche bien the worthy surmountyng noblesse, 

That han betymes passid this thurghfare. 
And kowde therin fynde no surenesse. 
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For to abyde but chaunge and doublenesse. 
What was ther fyne whan that they shuld goo, 

Redithe the cronycles and trouthe shal expresse. 
How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

Who was more knyghtly than was Josue^ 

Whiche hyng up kynges there at Gabaon? 
Or more manly than Judas Machabe^ 

Meker than David> wiser than Salamon ? 
Or fayrer founde than was Absolon ? 

Icheon but pilgrymes passyng to and froo ; 
Takyng ensample also by Sampson, 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

Hector was slayne also of Achilles, 

As he hym mette unwarly in bataile, 
And Julius was murthred in the prese, 

Whan senatours at Rome hym dide assaile. 
What myght the conquest of Alisaundre availe ? 

Al ner but pilgrymes passing to and froo. 
Plainly to declare to riche and to the poraile, 

How this world is a thurghfare full of woo. 

Remembrithe how that many a riche realme, 

Hathe bien to-forn cast downe and overthrowe, 
Prynces of provynces whilom Jerusalem, 

Was for his synne somtyme brought ful lowe, 
Seede of discorde also that was sowe. 

Among the Trojans in myddes of theyr mortal \\ 
Gyvithe evidence to make men to knowe. 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 
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Of Babyloyne the grete Balthasar, 

Whan he sat hyest in his estate royal, 
Ful sodainly, or he list be ware, 

Had from his crowne a ful dredeful fal ; 
Mane techel f hares writen on the walle, 

Taught hym plainly what wey he shuld go, 
To us concludyog in especial, 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

Betwene Pompey and Cesar Julius, 

Was grounde and cause why that Rome towne 

Distroyed was, crony cles tellen us ; 
Cesar slayne by Brutus Cassius, 
Makyng th' empire unto declyne to goo, 

For to reporte plainly unto us, 
How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

Hertis devided have caused mochel wrake : 

Recorde on Fraunce and Parys the fayre citee, 
Betwene Burgoynonne and hateful Armynake, 

Gynnyng and roote of grete mortalite, 
Shedyng of bloode, slaughter, and adversite. 

As Martis chaunce torned to and froo, 
To yeve ensample if men kowde se, 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

The fyft Henry, the myghti conquerour, 
To sette rest atwene Inglaund and Fraunce, 

Dide his peyne and diligent labour. 
As he wele kydde by knyghtly governaunce, 



126 lydgate's minor poems. 



To grete hyndryng of these reames twoo, 
Toke hym awey, to shewe us in substaunce> 
How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

Clarence the Duk, ensample of gentilesse. 

Of fredam callid the verray exemplayre ; 
The Duk of Excestre, ful famous of prowesse, 

Thoughe he were knyghtly, he was eke debonayre ; 
But for al that fortune was yit contrayre : 

To bothe these Dukes, alias ! why dide she so ? 
But for hir list to shewe by mortal chaunce, 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

Of Salusbury the manly Montagw, 

Thoughe he was preved in armys a goode knyght^ 
The fatal day yit might he nat eschewe, 

Whan that he dyed for his kynges right, 
And Parchas sustren list preve ther yvel myght. 

Of his paradice, whan it come therto, 
To make a myrrour how we may have a sights 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

Stabilnesse is founde in nothyng, 

In worldly honour who so lokithe wele; 
For dethe ne sparithe emperour ne kyng, 

Thoughe they be armed in plates made of Steele : 
He castithe downe princes from fortunes wheele^ 

As hir spokes rounde about goo, 
To exemplifye, who that markithe wele, 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 
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God sent aforn ful oflt his officers, 

To dukes, erles, barouDs of estate, 
Sommonethe also by his mynisters 

Surquidous people, pompous and elate, 
Ageyns whos somons they dare make no debate. 

Obey his preceptis and may nat go ther fro. 
To signe6e to pope and to prelate, 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

Of his bedils the names to expresse, 

And of his sergeauntis, as I can endite, 
To somowne he sendithe langour and sikenesse, 

And som withe povert hym list to visite ; 
To iche estate so wele he can hym qwyte, 

Markyng his servauntis withe tokens where they goo, 
To shewe hem plainly as I dare wele write. 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

^^hom that he lovithe, the Lord forgethe hym nought, 

I meane the children of his heritage. 
He gyvithe hem leverey of golde ne perle i- wrought ; 

The prente whiche he bare in his pilgremage, 
Scome and rebuke cast in his visage. 

He pacient and sayde nothyng therto, 
But gaf ensample to every maner of age, 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

Thankithe God withe humble pacience, 
Whan he yow visitethe withe suche adversite, 

Heven nys nat wonne with worldly influence. 
Withe golde ne tresour ne grete prosperite. 
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But withe sufFrauDce and withe humylite, 
For this lyf heere^ take goode heede therto^ 

Failethe ay at oede wherby ye may 8e, 
How this world is a thurgHfare ful of woo. 

KyDges, prineis, most soverayDe of renoune, 

For al theyr power, theyr myght, theyr excellence, 
Nor philosophers of every regioune. 

Nor the prophetes preferred by science. 
Were nat fraunchised to make resistence, 

But liche pilgrymes whan it cam therto, 
To shewe ensample and playn evidence, 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

Reken up the realmes and the monarchyes, 

Of erthely princes, reigneng in theyr glorye, 
Withe theyre sceptres and theyr regalyes, 

Withe theyr tryumphes conquerid bi victorye, 
Theyr marcial actes entitled by memorye, 

And to remembre whan that al this is doo. 
They doo but shewe a shadow transitorye, 

How this world is a thurghfare ful of woo. 

O, ye maysters, that cast shal yowre looke 

Upon this dyte made in wordis playne, 
Remembre sothely that I the refreyn tooke. 

Of hym that was in makyng soverayne. 
My maister Chancier, chief poete of Bretayne, 

Whiche in his tragedyes made ful yore agoo. 
Declared triewly and list nat for to seyne, 

How this world is a thurghefare ful of woo. 
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BYCORNE AND CHICHEVACHE. 

The legend of these two ''strange beasts" was widely spread 
during the fifteenth century. The names are both French* 
Chichefache, or Chiuchetache, which signifies literally "melan- 
choly," or *< sour visage," was the more famous of the two, and is 
oftener introduced alone. In one of the Mysteries of Si. Gene- 
Tidve, edited by M. Jubinal, (Paris, 1887) a townsman is made to 
say sneeringly to the Saint : 

'* Gardez-Yons de la Chichefaoe, 
El vous mordra s'el vous encontre." — voL i. p. 248. 

In the notes at the end of that volume, M. Jubinal has printed, 
from a MS. in the Royal Library of Paris, a very curious poem, 
descriptive of the Chichefache. Lydgate's poem was printed by 
Dodsley, in his Old Plays, vol. xii. p. 302. See the note at the 
end of the present volume. My text is taken from MS. Harl. 
2251, fol. 270-272. 



First ther thai stonde an ymage in Poete tuise, seyeng 

these iij balades. 

O PRUDENT folkes takithe heede, 
And remembrithe in youre lyves. 
How this story dothe procede, 
Of the hiisbandes and theyr wyfes, 
Of theyr accorde and theyr stryves. 
Withe lyf or dethe whiche to derayne 
Is graunted to these bestes twayne. 

Than shal he portrayed two bestis, oon fatte, another leene. 

For this Bycorne of his nature 

Wil nonother maner foode, 

But pacient husks never in his pasture, 

K 
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And Chichevache etithe wymmen goode : 
And bothe these bestes, by the roode I 
Be fatte or leene, it may nat faile, 
Like lak or plente of theyr vitaile. 

Of Chychevache and of Bycorne 

Tretithe holy this matere, 

Whos story hathe taught us beforn, 

Howe these bestes bothe in feere 

Have ther pasture, as ye shal here, 

Of men and wymmen in sentence, 

Thurghe sufFraunce or thurghe impacience. 

Than shal he portrayed a fatte bests callid Bycorne^ of the 
cuntrey of Bycornoys, and seyn these thre baladis folotvyng. 

Of Bycornoys I am Bycorne, 

Ful fatte and rounde here as I stonde, 

And in mariage bounde and sworne 

To Chivache, as hir husbonde, 

Whiche wil nat eete, on see nor londe. 

But pacient wyfes debonayre, 

Whiche to her husbondes be nat contrayre. 

Ful scarce^ God wote ! is hir vitaile, 

Humble wyfes she fynt so fewe, 

For alweys at the countre-taile 

Theyr tunge clappithe and dothe hewe ; 

Suche meke wyfes I be-shrewe, 

That neyther can at bedde ne boorde 

Theyr husbondes nat forbere oon woorde. 
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But my foode and my cherisshynge, 
To telle plainly and nat to varye, 
Is of suche folke whiche theyr livynge 
Dare to theyr wyfes be nat contrarye, 
Ne from theyr lustis dare nat varye, 
Nor withe hem holde no champartye, 
Al suche my stomack wil defye. 

Than shal he portrayed a company of men comyng towardis 
this beste By come, and sey these foure baladis. 

Felawes^ takethe heede, and ye may see 
How Bycorne castithe hym to devoure 
Alle humble men, bothe yow and me, 
Ther is no gayne may us socoure : 
Woo be therfor, in halle and boure, 
To al these husbandes whiche theyr lives 
Maken may stresses of theyr wyfes. 

Who that so dothe, this is the lawe, 

That this Bycorne wil hym oppresse, 

And devouren in his mawe, 

That of his wife makithe his maystresse ; 

This wil us bryng in grete distresse, 

For we, for oure humylite. 

Of Bycorne shal devoured be. 

We stonden plainly in suche case, 
That they to us maystressis be ; 
We may wele syng, and seyn, alias ! 

K 2 
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That we gaf hem the soverante ; 
For we ben thralle and they be free ; 
Wherfor Bycom, this cruel beste, 
Wil us devouren at the lest. 

But who that can be soverayne. 
And his wife teche and chastbe, 
That she dare nat a worde gayn-seyn^ 
Nor disobeye in no manner wise ; 
Of suche a man I can devise, 
He stant under protectioune, 
From Bycornes jurisdiccioune. 

Than shal ther be a womman devoured in the mowt) 
Chichevache, cryeng to alle wyfes^ and sey these hala 

O noble wyves, bethe wele ware, 
Takithe ensample now by me ; 
Or ellis afFerme wele I dare. 
Ye shal be ded, ye shal nat flee ; 
Bethe crabbed, voydithe humylite. 
Or Chichevache ne wil nat faile 
Yow for to swolow in his entraile. 



Than shal ther he portrayed a long homed beste, sklend 
leenCy with sharp tethe, and on his body nothyng 
sauf skyn and boon. 

Chichevache this is my name, 
Hungry, megre, sklendre, and leene, 
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To shewe my body I have grete shame ; 
For hunger I feele so grete teeiie> 
On me no fatnesse wil be seene, 
By cause that pasture I fynde none, 
Therfor I am but skyn and boon. 

For my fedyng in existence 
Is of wymmen that ben meke, 
And liche Gresield in pacience, 
Or more theyr bounte for to eeke ; 
But I ful longe may gon and seeke, 
Or I can fynde a good repast, 
A morwe to breke with my fast. 

1 trowe ther be a deere yeere 
Of pacient wymmen now these dayes ; 
Who grevithe hem withe word or chere, 
Lete hym be ware of suche assayes. 
For it is more than thritty mayes, 
That I have sought from lond to lond, 
But yit oon Gresield never I fond. 

I fonde but oon in al my lyve, 
And she was ded ago ful yoore. 
Foir more pasture I will nat stryve. 
Nor seche for my foode no more, 
Ne for vitaile me to restore ; 
Wymmen bien woxen so prudent, 
They wil no more be pacient. 
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Than shal be portrayed after Chivache, an olde man withe 
barton on his bake, manasynge the best for devouring 

of his wyfe. 

My wife, alias I devoured is, 

Most pacient and most pesibie, 

She never sayde to me amysse, 

Whom hathe nowe slayn this best horrible, 

And for it is an impossible 

To fynde ever suche a wyfe, 

I wil live sowle duryng my lyfe. 

For now of newe for theyr prow, 
The wyfes of ful highe prudence 
Have of assent made ther avow> 
For to exile for ever pacience. 
And cryed wolfes hede obedience. 
To make Chichevache faile 
Of hem to fyde more vitaile. 

Now Chichevache may fast longe. 

And dye for al hir crueltee, 

Wymmen hav made hemself so stronge 

For to outraye humylite. 

O cely husbondes, wo been yee ! 

Suche as can have no pacience 

Ageyns yowre wyfes violence. 

If that ye suffre, ye be but ded, 
This Bycorne awaitethe yow so sore ; 
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Eeke of yowre wyfes ye stand in drede, 
Yif ye geyn-seyn hem any more ; 
And thus ye stonde and have don yore. 
Of lyfe and dethe betwixt coveyne, 
Lynkelde in a double cheyne. 



THE LEGEND OF ST. AUSTIN AT COMPTON. 

[From MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 24-32.] 

OFFRE UP YOWRE DYMES. 

Lyk as the Bible makith mencioun, 

The original ground of devout offryng, 
Callyd of clerkys just deeimacioun. 

In pleyn Ynglisshe trewe and just tithyng ; 
Abel began innocent of ly ving, 

Oonly to God for to do plesaunce, 
Of frut, of beestys, reknyd every thyng, 

Gaff God his part, tethe of his substaunce. 

Melchisedech, bisshop, preest, and kyng, 

To Abraham, a prynee of gret puissaunce. 
For his victorye at his hoom comyng. 

Whan Amelech was brouhte unto uttraunce, 
Offryd bred and wyn with devout obeisaunce. 

Of alle oblaeiouns iigurys out to serche ; 
On bred and wyn, by roial suffisaunce, 

The feith is groundid of al hooly cherche. 
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Of good greyn sowe growith up good wheete. 

With gret labour plantyd is the vyne, 
The tenthe part is to our lord moost meete, 

To whos preceptis, hevenly and divyne, 
We muste our heedys meekly doun enclyne> 

Paye our dyines by his comaundementis, 
Moyses lawe and eek bi the doctryne, 

Foure Evangelistis and too Testamentis. 

Fro Melchisedeche doun to Abraham, 

To sette of tithes a fundacioun, 
Th'encrees of frute and al that therof cam 

They trewly made ther oblacioun ; 
Whan Jacob sauhe in his avisioun, 

Tyme that he slepte upon the cold stoon, 
Sauhe on a laddere goon angells up and doun> 

To God above made his avowhe auoon. 

This was his vowhe^ with gret humylite, 

Lik his entent in ful pleyn language. 
'^ Lord, yif thou list to conduite me, 

Of thy grace^ fortune my passage. 
To retourne hoom to myn herytage, 

My fadrb hous come therto bytymes. 
Of good and tresour, with al the surplusage, 

I shal to the offren up the dymes." 

Among al frutys in especial, 

By a prerogatif excellent and notable. 
In worthynesse verray imperial, 

Of reverence condigne and honourable, 



lydgate's minor poems. 137 

By antiquite in templys custumable, 

In hooly writ remembryd ofte sithes, 
Wyn, oyle, and wheete, frutis moost acceptable, 

To God above were offryd up for tythes. 

The patriark of antiquyte, 

Callyd Isaak next by successioun, 
To Abraham which with thes frutys thre 

Gaff to Jacob his benedictioun : 
The which thre in comparisoun, 

Of the moralite who so takith heed, 
To preesthood first and kynges of renoun, 

Gret mysteries in oyle wyn and breed. 

Breed and wyn to bisshopis apparteene, 

Oyle longith for to anoynte kynges, 
Offryng is maad of frutys ripe and greene, 

Of foul and beeste and of al othir thynges ; 
Breefly conclude alle folke in there livynges, 

That trewly tithe with glad herte and face, 
Patriarkis, prophetis in ther writynges, 

Shal evere encreese with fortune, hap, and grace. 

And who fro God with-halte his dewte, 

Lat hym knowe for pleyn conclusyoun. 
Of warantise he shal nevir the, 

Lakke grace and vertuous foysoun ; 
Of ther tresour discrete in eche sesoun. 

To hooly chirche that wil nat pay hys dyme, 
Lat hym adverte and have inspeccioun, 

What ther befyl in Awstynes tyme. 
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I meene Austyn that was fro Rome sent^ 

By Seyn Gregory into this regioun, 
Graciously arryved up in Kent, 

Famous in vertu, of gret perfeccioun ; 
His liff was lyk his predicacioun. 

As he tauhte^ sothely so he wrouhte : 
By his moost hooly conversacioun, 

Into this lond the feith of Crist he brouhte. 

Thoruhe al the parties and provy nces of the lond, 

Of Cristis gospel he gan the seee to sowe, 
Unkouth myracles wrouhte with hys hond, 

Worshipped he was bothe of hihe and lowe ; 
Withe-outen pompe grace hath his horn so blowe, 

Thoruhe his merites that the hevenly soun. 
He callid was as it is wel knowe, 

Cristes apostil in Brutis Albioun. 

He was Aurora whan Phebus sholde arise, 

With his brihte beemys on that lond to shyne, 
Callyd day sterre moost glorious to devise ; 

Our feith was dirkid undir the ecliptik lyne ; 
Our mysbeleeve he did first enlumyne^ 

Whan he out sprad the brihte beemys cleere, 
Of Cristes lawe by his pariit doctryne, 

Thoruhe al this land to make his lihte appeere. 

This was doon by grace or we wer war. 

Of th'Oly-goost by the influence. 
Whan foure steedys of Phebus goldene chare. 

List in this regioun holde residence ; 
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Who droff the chare to conclude in sentence^ 
By goostly favour of the nyne speerys, 

Tyl blissed Austyn, by goostly elloquence, 
Was trewe Auriga of foure gospelleeris. 

Or Austyn cam, we slombryd in dirknesse, 

Lyk ydolastres blyndid in our sihte, 
Of Cristes feith was curteyned the cleemesse, 

Tyl Sol justicie list shewe his beemys brihte ; 
Of his mercy to clarefye the lihte, 

Chace away our cloudy ignoraunce. 
The lord of lordys of moost imperial myhte, 

T'avoyde away our froward mescreaunce. 

First fro the Pope that callid was Gregory, 

Awstyn was sent, who that liste adverte, 
Tyme and date be put in memory, 

To Cristes feith whan he did us converte. 
Our goostly woundys felte as tho gret smerte ; 

Deed was our soule, our boody eek despised, 
Tyl Awstyn made us cast of cloth and sherte, 

In coold watir by hym we wer baptised. 

Kyng Ethelbert regnyng that tyme in Kent, 

Touchyng the date whan Awstyn cam first doun, 
Noumbryd the tyme whan that he was sent. 

By Pope Gregory into this regioun, 
Yeer of our Lord by computacioun, 

Compleet five hundryd fourty and eke nine, 
As cronyclers make meneioun, 

In ther bookys fully determyne. 
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Thus he began by grace of Goddis hond, 

Wher God list werche may be noon obstacle, 
By his labour was cristened at this lond« 

Feith of our lord wex moor cleer than spectacle ; 
Whan th'Oly-goost made his habltacle 

In tho personys that wern in woord and deede, 
By Awstyn toumyd, God wrouhte a gret myracle, 

To make hem stable in articles of the creede. 

But to resorte ageyn to my mateere, 

With th'Oly-goost Austyn sett a-fire, 
Gan preche and teche devoutly the maneere 

Of Cristes lawe abrood in every shire : 
Grace of our Lord did hym so inspire, 

To enlwroyne al this regioun, 
Of aventure his herte gan desire 

To entre a village that callid was Comptoun. 

The parissh preest of the same place, 

A-fom provided in ful humble wyse, 
Besouhte hym meekly that he wolde of grace 

Here his compleynt as he shal devise : 
In pleyn language told hym al the guyse, 

Lord of that thorpe requeryd ofte-sithes, 
He ay contrayre t'obeye to th'emprise. 

Of hooly chirche list nat pay his tithes. 

*' Entretid hym lik to his estat, 

First secrely next afforn the toun, 
But al for nouhte I fond hym obstynat, 

Moost indurat in his oppynyoun ; 
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Toold hym the custom groundid on resoun, 
He was bounde by lawe of oold writyng> 

To paye his dymes, and for rebellioun 
I cursyd hym, cause of fals tithyng. 

*' Thb mateer hool ye must of rihte redresse ; 

Requeryng you of your goodly heede, 
By your discrecioun to do rihtwisnesse, 

Peysen al the cas and prudently take heede 
That hooly chirche have no wrong in deede ; 

Al thyng commytted and weyed in ballaunce, 
Ye to be juge, and lyk as ye proceede 

We shal obeye to youre ordynaunce." 

Hooly Awstyn, sad and wel avised, 

Kneuhe by signes this compleynt was no fable. 
And in maneer was of the caas agrised, 

Fond that the lord was in that poynt coupable ; 
To reduce hym and mak hym moor tretable. 

As the lawe ordeyned hath of rihte, 
Blissid Awstyn, in Cristes feith moost stable, 

Took hym apart, seyde unto this knyghte. 

** How may this be that thou art froward 

To hooly chirche to pay thy dewtee, 
Lyk thy desert thou shalt have thy reward ; 

Thynk that thou art bounde of trouble and equitee. 
To paye thy tithes ; and lerne this of mee, 

The tenthe part fro God yif thou withdrawe. 
Thou muste incurre, of necessite. 

To been accursyd by rigour of the lawe." 
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The knyt, astonyd somwhat of his cheer, 

" Sire," quod he, '* I wol wel that ye knowe. 
My labour is ay from yeer to yeer 

By revolucion that the lond be sowe. 
Afore this peple stondyng heer a-rowe, 

By evidence to maken an open preef, 
What maner boost that ony man list bio we, 

I with the nynthe wil have the tenth cheef. 

" Sey what ye list, I wyl have no lasse." 

This was the answere pleynly of the knyhte ; 
Hooly Austyn dispoosid hym to masse, 

Ful devoutly and in the peeplys sihte^ 
Tornyd his face, comaundith anoon rihte, 

Eche cursyd man that wer out of grace 
Tyme of his masse that every maneer wihte 

That stood accursyd, voyde shulde his place. 

Present that tyme many creature, 

Witheout abood or any long taryeng, 
Ther roos up oon out of his sepulture. 

Terrible of face, the peeple beholdyng, 
A great paas the chirche-yeerd passyng, 

The seyntuarye bood ther a greet whyle, 
Al the space the masse was seyeng, 

Feerfully afore the chirche style. 

Withoute meevyng alway, stille he stood, 
The peeple feerful in ther oppynyoun, 

Almoost for dreed they gan to wexen wood, 
Afilir masse alle of assent cam doun. 
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To hooly Austyn made relacioun, 

Of al this caas righte as it was falle, 
Gaff hem a spirit of consolatiouD, 

Ful sobirely spak unto them alle. 

Sad and discreet in his advertence, 

Sauhe by ther poort that they stood in dreede, 
First of alle with ful devout reverence, 

Cros and hooly Vatir he made aforn proceede ; 
The crucifix their baner was in deede, 

Blissid Austyn the careyn gan compelle, 
** In Jhesu name, that lyst for man to bleede. 

What that thu art trewly for to telle." 

" Disobeisaunt my tithes for to paye. 

Of yoore agoon I was lord of this toun. 
My dewtees I did alwey delaye, 

Stood accursyd for my rebellioun. 
Made in my liffe no restitucioun> 

Geyn thy biddy ng I myhte no socour have ; 
My cursed careyn, ful of corrupcioun. 

By Goddis angel wast cast out of my grave. 

" Thy precept was upon eche aside, 

Beyng at masse whil thou were in presence. 
No stynkyng flesshe myht in the poorche abyde, 

I was take up, lad forth by violence ; 
On me was yove so dreedful a sentence 

Of curs, alias I which to my diffame. 
Now as ye seen, for disobedience 

Disclaundrid is perpetually my name. 
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'* Tyme whan Britouns wer lordis of this ioDd> 

Hadde the lordship and domynacioun, 
The same tyme as ye shal undirstond, 

Of this village in sothe I was patroun ; 
To hooiy chirche hadde no devoeioun, 

Ofite-sithe steryd of my curat 
To paye my dymes, hadde indignacioun. 

Was ay contrayre, froward, and obstinat. 

" This hundryd yeer I have enduryd peyne, 

And fifty ovir by computacioun. 
Greet cause have I to moorne and to compleyne^ 

In a dirk prisoun of desolacioun, 
Mong firy flawmys, voyd of remissioun." 

And whil that he this wooful tale toold, 
Hooly Austyn with the peeple enviroun, 

Wepte of compassioun, as they to watir woold. 

Austyn gan muse in his oppynyoun^ 

To fynde a mene the sowle for to save. 
Of this terrible doolful inspeccioun 

The peeplis hertys gretly gan abave, 
Whom to behoolde they cowde no coumfort have. 

Al the while the careyn was in ther presence, 
Austin axith yif he knew the grave, 

Of thilke preest that gaf un hym sentence. 

" So longe aforn for thy fals tythyng. 

As we have herd the mateere in substaunce." 

" Sothely," quod he, " ther shal be no taryeng. 
But ye shal have a reconysaunce. 
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So ye wil digge and doon youre observaunce, 
To delvyn up his boonys dul and rude. 

Loo ! heer he lithe, cheef cause of my grevaunce, 
So fel a curs he did on me conclude." 

Austyn fulfilled of grace and al vertu, 

As ony pileer in our feith moost stable. 
The deed preest, in name of Crist Jhesu, 

He bad arise with woordys ful tretable ; 
Kequeryd hym, by tokenys ful notable, 

Yif he hadde sithe tyme that he was born 
Seyn that owgly careyn lamentable, 

The deed body that stood hem beforn 

" Sothely," quod he, " and that me re withe soore, 
That evir I knewhe hym for his frowardnesse, 

I gaf hym counseil, daily moore and moore, 

• To paye his tithes, the pereil did expresse ; 

He took noon heed his surfetys to redresse ; 
I warnyd hym many divers tymes. 

But al for nouhte^ I can wee! bere witnesse, 
Deyed accursyd, rebel to paye his dymes." 

Whan the preest hath toold every deel, 

With evy cheer and voys moost lamentable ; 
Quod Seyn Austyn, " brothir, thou knowest weel, 

Thynk he that bouht us is evir merciable, 
By whoos exaumple we must be tretable, 

As the Gospel pleynly doth recoorde, 
And for thy part be nat thu vengable. 

So that with rigour mercy may accoorde. 



•:t.-« 
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" Thynk how Jhesus bouhte us with his blood, 

Oonly of mercy suflPryd passioun, 
For mannys sake was nayled on the rood, 

Rive to the herte for our redempcioun ; 
Remembre how thu dist execucioun 

Upon this penaunt ploungid in greet peyne, 
Withdrawe thy sentence and do remissioun. 

Fro purgatorye his trowblys to restreyne. 

'^ On hym thu leydist a ful dreedful bond. 

To the it longith the same bond to unbynde ; 
Tak this flagelle devoutly in thy hond. 

On Cristes passion in this mateer have mynde^ 
Many exaumple to purpoos thu mayst fynde. 

Of trespasours relesyd of ther peyne, 
Of Petir, Poule, and Sein Thomas of Ynde, 

Of Egipsiacha, and Mary Mawdeleyne. 

" Took to mercy for ther greet repentaunce, 

Ther was noon othir mediacioun, 
Thu must of rihte yeve hym is penaunce. 

With this flagelle of equite and resoun ; 
Sette on this careyn a castigacioun. 

As he requerith kneelyng afor thy face, 
Best restoratif next Cristes passioun, 

Is thyn assoylyng.for his gret trespace." 

Al this was doon by the comaundement 
Of Seyn Austyn, the careyn ther knelyng. 

Lord of that village was also ther present, 
Al the peeple moost pitously sobbyng ; 
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From ther eyen the teerys distyllyDg ; 

The last preest reised from his grave, 
The tothir corps with bittir fel scorgyng, 

Assoyled hym his soule for to save. 

Oo ded man assoiled hath anothir^ 

An unkouth caas merveilous t'expresse ; 
Oon knelith doun^ requerith of the tothir, 

Pleyn remissioun of oold cursidnesse, 
Bete with a scorge, took it with meeknesse, 

Hopyng that Jhesus shuld his soule save. 
Seyn Austyn bad hym in hast he shuld hym dresse, 

Thankyng our Lord, ageyn unto his grave. 

Circumstauncis in ordre to accounte. 

Of thb myracle peised every thyng, 
Mercy of our Lord doth every thyng surmounte, 

To save and dampne he is lord and kyng ; 
Hevene and helle obeye to his biddyng, 

By many exaumple expert in this mateer, 
Trajan the Emperour for his just deemyng, 

I-savid was by meene and the prayeer. 

Of Seyn Gregory .... of Rome toun, 

Cause in his doomys he did so gret rihte, 
Rigour was medlyd with remyssioun. 

For he that is of moost imperial myhte, 
List advertise in his celestial sihte, 

Tween rihte and favour, rigour and pite, 
By doom and sentence of every maneer wihte, 

Mercy of vertues hathe the sovereynt^. 
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Unto the preest aforn that I you toold, 

Seyn Austyn made a straunge questioun, 
To cheese of tweyne whedir that he woold, 

To goon with hym thoruhe this regioun, 
The feith of Crist by predicaeioun, 

For his part groundid on Scripture, 
To doon his deveer of hool affectioun, 

Or to resoorte ageyn to his sepulture. 

" Fadir," quod he, " with supportacioun, 

Of your benygne fadirly pite, 
I you requeere to graunte me pardoun, 

Unto my grave I may restooryd be ; 
This world is ful of mutabilite> 

Ful of trouble, chaung, and varyaunce, 
And for this tyme I pray you suffrithe me, 

Pabyde in reste from worldly perturbaunce. 

*' I reste in pees and take of nothyng keep, 

Rejoisshe in quiete and contemplacioun, 
Voyd of al trouble, celestial is my sleep, 

And by the meene of Cristes passioun, 
Feith, hoope, and charite, with hool affectioun. 

Been pilwes foure to reste upon by grace. 
Day of the general resurrectioun. 

Whan Gabriel callith t'appeere aforn his face." 

" O brothir myn, this choys is for thy beste, 
Contemplatiff fulfilled of al plesaunce, 

I pray to God sende the good reste. 

Of goostly gladneese, sovereyn suffisaunce ; 



lydgate's minor poems. 149 

Pray for us and have in remembraunce, 
Al hooly chirche in qniete to be crownyd, 

That Christ Jhesus dispoose so the ballaunce, 
That Petris ship be with no tempest drownyd. 

*' I meene as thus that noon heresye 

Ryse in thes dayes, nor noon that was befom, 
Nor no darnel growe nor muiteplye, 

Nor no fals eokkyl be medlyd with good corn ; 
Cheese we the roosys, cast away the thorn, 

Crist boute us alle with his precious bloode. 
To that he bouhte us lat no thyng be lorn, 

For our redempcioun he starf upon the rood/' 

The knyhte present lord of the same toun, 

Thes myracles whan he did se, 
Austyn axith of hym this questioun, 

" Wilt thu," quod he, " paye thy dewte ?" 
He grauntith his axing, and fyl doun on his kne, 

Moost repentaunt for-sook the world as bly ve. 
With devout herte and al hiimylite, 

Folwith Seyn Austyn duryng al his live. 

l'envoye. 
Go litil tretys, void of presumpcioun ! 

Prese nat to ferre, nor be nat to bold ; 
This labour stant undir correctioun. 

Of this myracle remembryd many fold, 
In many shire and many cite toold. 

To yon echon to whom I it directe. 
By cause I am of wittis dul and old, 

Doth your deveer this processe.to corecte. 
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ADVICE TO TITTLE-TATTLERS. 

[From MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 1SM35.] 

Sum man goth stille of wysdam and resoun, 

A-forn provided, can keep weel scUence, 
Ful ofte it noyeth, be record of Catoun, 

Large language concludyng off no sentence; 
Speche is but fooly and sugryd elloquence, 

Medlyd with language wheer man Lave noght to don ; 
An old proverbe groundid on sapience, 

Alle goo we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

To thynke mochyl and seyn but smal, 

Yiff thow art feerfulle to ottre thy language, 
It is no wisdam a man to seyn out al. 

Sum bird can synge merily in his cage ; 
The stare wyl chatre and speke of long usage. 

Though in his speche ther be no greet resoun. 
Kepe ay thy tounge fro surffeet and outrage ; 

Alle go we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

Unavised speke no thyng to-fom. 

Nor of thy tounge be nat rekkelees, 
Uttre nevir no darnel with good corn, 

Begyn no trouble whan men trete of pees. 
Scilence is good and in every prees, 

Which of debate yevith noon occcasyoun, 
Pacience preysed of prudent Socratees ; 

Alle go we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 
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Comoun astrologeer, as folk expert weel knowe, 

To kepe the howrys and tydis of the nyght, 
Sumtyme hihe and sumtyme he syngith lowe, 

Dam Pertelot sit with hir brood doun right ; 
The fox comyth neer withoute candellyght, 

To trete of pees menyog no tresoun» 
To avoyde al gile and fraude he hath behight ; 

AUe go we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

Undir fals pees ther may be covert fraude, 

Good cheer outward with face of innocence, 
Feyned flaterye with language of greet laude ; 

But what is wers than shynyng apparence, 
Whan it is prevyd fals in existence ? 

Al is dul shadwe, whan Phebus is doun goon, 
Berkyng behynde, fawnyng in presence ; 

Alle go we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

The royalle egle with his fetherys dunne. 

Of nature so hihe takith his ilyght. 
No bakke of kynde may looke ageyn the sunne. 

Of frowardnesse yit wyl he fleen be nyght, * 

And quenche laumpys, though they brenne bright. 

Thynges contrarye may nevir accorde in oon« 
A fowle gloowerm in dirknesse shewith a lyght ; 

Alle go we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

The wourld is tournyd almoost up so doun : 

Under prynces ther dar noon officeer 
Peyne of his lyff do noon extorcioun ; 

Freerys dar nat flatere nor no pardowneer, 
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Where evir he walke al the longe yeer, 

Awtentyk his seelys everychoon. 
Up peyne of cursyng I dar remembre heer ; 

Alle goo we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

I saughe a kevell, corpulent of stature, 

Lyk amateras redlyd was his coote, 
And theron was sowyd this scripture, 

*' A good be stille is weel worth a groote ;" 
It costith nat mekyl to be hoote, 

And paye ryght nought whan the feyre is doon, 
Suych labourerys synge may be roote, 

Alle goo we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

Atwen a shipe with a large seyl, 

And a cokboot that goth in Tempse lowe, 
The toon hath oorys to his greet avayl, 

To spede his passage whan the wynd doth blowe ; 
A blynd maryneer that doth no sterre knowe. 

His ioodmaunage to conveye doun, 
A fresshe comparisoun, a goshawk and a crowe ; 

Alle go we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

The royalle egle with his fetherys dunne, 

Whoos eyen been so deer and so bryght. 
Off nature he perce may the sunne, 

The owgly bakke wyl gladly fleen be nyght ; 
Dirk cressetys and laumpys that been lyght, 

The egle aloffte, the snayl goth lowe doun, 
Daryth in his shelle, yit may he se no sight ; 

Alle go we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 
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'Xhe pecok hath fetherys bryght and shene. 

The cormeraunt wyl daryn in the lake, 
Topyngayes froo paradys comyn al grene, 

Nyghtynggales al nyght syngen and wake, 
Tor long absence and wantyng of his make : 

Withoute avys make no comparysoun, 
Atween a laumperey and a shynyng snake ; 

Alle go we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

There is also a thing incomparable, 

By cleer rapoort in al the wourld thorugh right ; 
The ryche preferryd, the poore is ay cowpable, 

In ony quarelle gold hath ay moost myght ; 
Evir in dirknesse the owle takith his flight, 

It were a straunge unkouth devisyoun, 
Terfites wrecchyd Ector moost wourthy knyght ; 

Alle goo we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

Is noon so proude, pompous in dignyte. 

As he that is so sodeynly preferryd 
To hihe estaat, and out of poverte, 

Draco volans on nyght his tayl is sterryd ? 
Stelle eratice, nat fixed for they been erryd, 

Stable in the eyr is noon inpressioun, 
This wourld wer stable, yif it were nat werryd ; 

Alle goo we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

Among estatys whoo hath moost quiete, 
Hihe lordshippes be vexid with bataylle, 

Tylthe of ploughemen ther labour wyl nat lete, 
Geyn Phebus uprist syngen wyl the quaylle ; 
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The amerous larke of nature wyl nat faylle, 
Ageyn Aurora synge with hire mery sown. 

No laboureer wyl nat for hb travaylle ; 

Alle goo we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. ' 

Foo unto hevys and enemy is the drane, 

Men with a tabour may lyghtly catche an hare, 
Bosard with botirflyes makith beytis for a crane, 

Brechelees beerys be betyn on the bare ; 
Houndys for favour wyl nat spare, 

To pynche his pylehe with greet noyse and soun, 
Siepith he merye that slombryth with greet care ; 

Alle goo we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

I sauhe a krevys with his klawes longe, 

Pursewe a snayl poore and impotent. 
Hows of this snayl the wallys wer nat stronge, 

A slender shelle the sydes al to rent ; 
Whoo hath no goold his tresoure soone spent. 

The snayl is castel but a sklender coote, 
Whoo seith trouthe offte he shalle be shent ; 

A good be stille is ofite weel wourth a groote. 

Whoo hath noon hors, on a staff may ryde ; 

Whoo hath no bed, may slepyn in his hood ; 
Whoo hath no dyneer, at leyser must abyde. 

To staunche his hungir abyde upon his food ; 
A beggers appetight is alwey fressh and good^ 

With voyde walet whan al his stuff is doon, 
For fawte of vitaylle may knele afore the rood ; 

Alle goo we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 
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Jie ryche man sit stufiyd at his stable, 

The poore man stant hungry at the gate, 

f remossaylles he wolde be partable, 

The awmeneer seyth he cam to late ; 
^Dff poore men doolys is no sekir date, 

Smal or ryght nought whan the feeste is doon, 
lie may weel grucche and with his tounge prate ; 

Alle goo we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

A good be stille is weel wourth a groote, 

Large language eausith repentaunce, 
The kevel wroot in his redlyd coote. 

But with al this marke in your rememhraunce ; 
Whoo east his joume in Yngelond or in Fraunce, 

With gallyd hakeneys, whan men have moost to doon, 
A fool presumptuous to cat che hym acqueyntaunce; 

Alle goo we stille, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

Whoo that is hungry and hath no thyng but boonys. 

To staunche his apetyght is a froward foode. 
Among an hundryd oon chose out for the noonys, 

To dygestioun repastys be nat goode ; 
To chese suych vitaylles ther braynes wer to woode, 

That lyoun is gredy that stranglith goos or capoun. 
Fox and fulmard, togidre whan they stoode, 

Sang^ be stylle, the cok hath lowe shoon. 

Here al thyng and kepe thy pacience. 
Take no quarelle, tbynk mekyl and sey nought, 

A good be stille with discreet scilence. 
For a good grote may not wel be bought ; 
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Keep cloos thy tounge, men sey that free is thought, 
A thyng seid oonys outhir late or soon, 

Tyl it be loost stoole thyng is nat sought ; 
A lie goo we stilie, the cok hath lowe shoon. 



A POEM AGAINST SELF-LOVE. 

[From MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 7-n. Another copy is in MS. Raw!. 
Oxon. C. 86. It was printed by Wynkyn de Worde.] 

Toward the eende of froosty Januarye, 

Whan watry Phebus had his purpoos take 
For a sesoun to sojoume in Aquarye, 

And Capricorn hadde uttirly forsake. 
Toward Aurora a-morwe as I gan wake 

A feldefare ful eerly took hir flihte, 
To fore my study sang with hir fetheris blake ; 

Look in thy merour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

Thouhe the peeok have wengys brihte and sheene, 

Grauntyd be nature to his gret avayl, 
With gold and azour and emeroudis grene. 

And Argus eyen portrayed in his tayl ; 
Berthe up his fethrys displayed like a sayl, 

Toward his feet whan he cast doun his sighte, 
T'abate his pryde ther is no bet counsaylle ; — 

Look in thy merour and deeme noon othir wihte. 
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The kyng of foulys moost imperyal, 

Which with his look percithe the fervent sonne, 
iT'he egle, as cheef of nature moost roial, 

As oolde clerkys weel devise konne ; 
*]7o Phebus paleys by flighte whan he hath wonne, 

What folwith aftir for al his gret myght, 
fiit men remembre upon his fetherys donne ; 

Look in thy merour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

In large lakys and riveers fresshe rennyng, 

The yelwe swan famous and aggreable, 
Ageyn his dethe melody ously syngyng, 

His fatal notys pitous and lamentable ; 
Pleynly declare in erthe is no thyng stable, 

His byl, his feet, who look arihte, 
In tokne of moornyng be of colour sable ; 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

The hardy lioun, of beestys lord and kyng, 

Whan he sit crownyd as prynce of wyldirnesse, 
Alle othir beestys obeye at his biddyng, 

As kynde hath tauhte hem, ther lady and maistresse ; 
But natwithstondyng his bestial sturdynesse. 

Whan he is moost furyous in his myhte, 
Ther comyth a quarteyn, seith in his gret accesse. 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

The tigre of nature excellith of swiftnesse, 
The lynx with lookyng percith a stoon wal. 

The unycorn, by musical swetnesse, 
Atween too maydenys is take and hath a fal ; 
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Al worldly thyng turneth as a bal, 

The hert, the roo, been of ther cours ful lihte, 
By ther prerogatives, but noon allone hath al ; 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wibte. 

Among alle bestys the leoun is moost strong, 

Of nature the lamb hath gret meeknesse, 
The wolf dispoosid by raveyn to do wrong. 

The sleihty fox smal polayl doth oppreese ; 
To fisshe in watir the otir doth duresse. 

Greet difference atwix day and nyht, 
Lak of discrecioun causeth gret blyndenesse, 

Look in thy myrour and deem noon othir wihte. ^ 

Thouhe thu have poweer, oppresse nat the porail, 

Of o mateer was maad eche creature, 
Pryde of a tyraunt a sesoun may prevayl, 

A cherle to regne is contrary to nature ; 
No vengable herte shal no while endure, 

Extort power nor fals usurpyd myhte, 
Lyst for no doctryne nor techyng of Scripture, 

Look in ther myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

Reyse up a beggere that cam up of nouhte, 

Set in a chayer of wordly dignite. 
Whan fals presumpcioun is entryd in his thouhte. 

Hath cleene forgete his stat of poverte ; 
An asse, up reysed unto the roial see 

Off a leoun, knowithe nat day fro nyht ; 
A fool lyst nat, in his prosperyte, 

Look in his myrour and deem noon othir wihte. 
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"Thus by a maner of simylitude, 

Tirauntys lyknyd to beestis ravynous, 
X'olk that be humble pleynly to conclude, 

Resemble beestys meek and vertuous ; 
Som folk pesible, som contrarious, 

Stonedemel now hevy and now lihte, 
Oon is froward, anothir is gracious. 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

Som man of herte disposed to pryde. 

By disposicioun of froward surquedye> 
Som man may suffre and long tyme abyde^ 

Som man vengable of cold malencolye ; 
Som man consnmyd with hate and fals envye^ 

To hold a quareel whethir it be wrong or rihte. 
But unto purpoos this mateer to applye. 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

No man is deer witheoute som trespace, 

Blissed is he that nevir did offence, 
man is meeke, anothir doth manace, 

Som man is fers, som man hath pacience ; 
Oon is rebel, anothir doth reverence, 

Som man coorbyd, som man goth uprihte ; 
Lat eche man cerche his owne conscience, 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

Thynges contrary be nat accordyng, 
A poore man proud is nat comendable. 

Nor a fayr saphir set in a copir vyng, 
A beggers thret with mouth to be vengable ; 
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Nor fayr behestys of purpoos varyable ; 

A lordis herte, a purs that peiseth lihte; 
Outward gay speche, in raeenyng dissey vable ; 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

Som yeve no fore for to be foreworn, 

Oonly for lucre abraydyng on faisnesse; 
Som can dissymele and blowe the bukkys horn, 

By apparenee of feyned kyndenesse ; 
Undir floures of fraudulent fresshenesse, 

The serpent darethe with his scalys brihte, 
Galle undir sugre hath doubyl bittirnesse. 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

Cure nat thy conceyt with no feyned glosys, 

Som goldene floures have a bittir roote, 
Sharp thornys hyd sometyme undir roosys, 

Fowl heyr oppressyd with synamomys soote; 
Lat fals presumpcioun pley bal undir foote, 

Torchis comparyd to Phebus beemys brihte ; 
What doth cleer perle on a bawdy boote ? 

Look in thy mirrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

Kynde in hir werkys can hyndre and preferre, 

Set diflerencys many moo than oon, 
Attwen Phebus and a litel sterre, 

Twen a flynt and a precious stoon ; 
Twen a dul masoun and Pigmalioon, 

Twen Tercites and Hector a good knyhte, 
Lat everey man gnawe on his own boon, 

Look in his myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 
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Som man is strong berys for to bynde. 

Anothir feeble preferryd with prudence ; 
Oon swyft to renne, anothir comyth behynde ; 

Oon hath slewthe, anothir dilligenee : 
^om man hath konnyng, lakkith elloquenee ; 

Som hath force, yit they dar nat fihte ; 
Pees most profiteth with this experience. 

Look in thy myrour and deem noon othir wihtr. 

Som man hath bewte, anothir hath gooduesse ; 

Oon hath joye, anothir adversite ; 
Som man fortune and plenteuous richesse, 

Som man content and glad with poverte ; 
Som oon hath heithe, anothir infirmyte ; 

What evyr God sent, thank hym with al thy myhte ; 
Grucche nat ageyn, and lerne oon thyng of me, 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

There is no gardeyn so fui of fresshe flouris. 

But that ther been among som weedys scene ; 
The holsome roser for al his soote odouris, 

Growith on thornys prykyng sharp and keene ; 
Alcestis flower, with white, with red and greene, 

Dispiaieth hir crown geyn Phebus bemys brihte, 
In stormys dreepithe, conseyve what I meene, 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

The somerys day is nevir or seelden seyn, 

With som cleer hayr, but that ther is som skye ; 

Nor no man erthely so vertuous in certeyn, 
But that he may been hyndred by envye ; 
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A voys distwnyd troublith al melodye, 

As sevn musiciens which knowe that craft a-rihte ; 
On trewe accoord slant al melodye ; 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

Comparysouns conceyved in nature. 

By a moralite of vertuous lyknesse, 
Lat every man doon his besy cure. 

To race out pride and sette in first meeknesse, 
Geyn covetise compassioun and almesse ; 

Fro poore peple lat no man turne his sihte ; 
Geyn flesshly lust, chastite and clennesse, 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

Off every man, by repoort of language, 

Affile thy tunge of trewe affectioun, 
Of hast nor rancour with mouth do no damage, 

Restreyne thy corage fro fals detractioun, 
Fro flatrye and adulacioun ; 

Withstond wrong, susteyne trewthe and rihte, 
Fie doubilnesse, fraud, and collusioun, 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

No man of kynde is moore suspecious, 

Than he that is moost vicious and coupable, 
By cause he haltethe and is nat vertuous. 

He wold eche man to hym were resemblable ; 
A gallyd hors wyl wyncen in a stable, 

For noyse of sadlys, hevy outhir lihte ; 
A fool that is by repoort repreevable, 

Shuld look yn his myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 
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A^hat man for vertu may were a dyademe, 

With stoonys xij. remembryd by auctours^ 
A^nd as a kyng weel crowned he may beene, 

That hath no weed growyng among his flours ; 
Thouhe Aprille have many soote shours^ 

Fro Jubiter an unwar thundir lihte, 
Seith with an hayl fro Sagittaries tours^ 

Look in thy myrour and deeme noon othir wihte. 

With vertuous pite and just compasssioun, 

Rewe on thy neihebour whan he is coupable, 
Lat mercy modefie rigerous correccioun, 

Alie we be synneres thouhe God be nat ven gable ; 
We myhte nat lyve but he wer merciable, 

That his pacience peysed a-doun his rihte ; 
Affore your doomys, ye juges moost notable, 

Look in your meroures or ye deeme any wihte. 

Set a myrour of hihe discrecioun 

To-fore youre face by polityk governaunce ; 
Farith faire with them that han contricioun, 

And for ther surffetys in herte have repentaunce ; 
Lat nat youre swerd be whet to do vengaunce, 

Twen flat and egge thouhe shapnesse tokne lihte, 
The flat of mercy preent in youre remembraunce, 

Look weel your myrour or ye deeme any wihte. 

l'envoye. 
Go litel bille withoute title or date, 

And of hool herte recomaund me. 
Which that am callyd Johne Lydgate, 

To alle tho folk which lyst to have pite 
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On them that suffre trouble and adversite, 
Beseche hem alle that the shal reede a-rihte^ 

Mercy to medle with trouthe and equyte, 

Look weel youre myrours and deeme noon othir wih 



THE ORDER OF FOOLS. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 303-305. Other copies are in }A 
Laud. 683, Bern. 798 ; and MS. Cotton. Nero, A. yj.] 

A TALE OF THRESCORE FOLYS AND THRE. 

The order of foles ful yore ago bigonne, 

Newly professid encresith the covent, 
Baehus and Juno hath set a-broche the tonne, 

And brought theyr braynes unto exigent, 
Marchol theyr founder, patron, and precident ; 

Nombre of this frary is Ix. and iij., 
Echeon registred bi grete avisement, 

Endosed theyr patent that they shul never the. 

The chief of foolis, as men in bokis redithe, 

And able in his foly to hold residence. 
Is he that nowther lovithe God ne dredithe, 

Nor to his chirche hathe none advertence, 
Ne to his seyntes dothe no reverence, 

To fader and moder dothe no benyvolence. 
And also hathe disdayn to folke in poverte, 

EnroUe up his patent, for he shal never the. 
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The 7J. foole this frary to begynne, 

More than a foole braynles, madde, and woode. 
Is he that never wil forsake his synne, 

Nor he that never wil lere no goode ; 
^or he that hathe twoo faces in oon hoode, 

May be enrolled in this fraternyte, 
Cherol of condicions and born of gentil bloode, 

May clayme of right that he shal never the. 

The X. foole may hoppe on the ryng, 

Foote al aforn and lede of right the daunce, 
He that al yevithe and kepythe hymself nothyng, 

A double hert withe fay re feyned countenaunee, 
And a pretence face trouble in his daliaunce, 

Tunge spreynt withe sugre, the galle kept secret, 
A perilous mowthe is worse than spere or launce, 

Thoughe they be cherisshed, God lete hem never the ! 

Of this fraternite there is mo than oon, 

A proverbe sayde in ful old langage. 
That tendre browyce made with a mary-boon 

For fieble stomakes is holsum in potage ; 
The mary is goode, the boon dothe but damage, 

In symulacioune is false duplicite, 
Who levithe the mary braydithe on dotage, 

And chesithe the boon, God let hym never thf I 

A face unstable, gasyng Est and Sowth, 
Withe lowde laughtres uttrithe langage, 

Gapithe as a rooke, abrode gothe jow and mowthr, 
Like a jay jangelyng in his cage, 
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Maleapert of chiere and of visage, 

And comythe to counseil or he callid be, 

Of eche thyng medlithe, his thrift lithe to morgage, 
Avaunt a knave I for he shal never the. 

In the booke of prudent Cipioune, 

Which callid is " a gardyn of floures," 
He seythe a pulter that sellithe a fat swan, 

For a goselyng that grasithe on bareyn clowris. 
And he that castithe away his cloke in showris, 

Out of the tempest whan he may nat flee. 
Or whan that spado lovithe paramouris. 

Is oon of theym that shal never the. 

And he also that holt hymself so wise, 

Whiche in workyng hathe none experience, 
Whos chaunce gothe neyther on synk nor sice, 

But withe amhes aas encresithe his dispence, 
A foltissh face and rude of eloquence, 

Bosters withe boreas and at a brout vnW flee, 
Betwene wulle and gossomer is a gret diflerence, 

Stuf for a chapman that is nat like to the. 

I rede also of other fooles two, 

Thyng to chalaunge to whiche he hathe no right ; 
And he in trowthe is a more foole also, 

Whiche al requyrithe that comythe in his sight ; 
And he is a foole, whiche to every wight 

Tellithe his counsail and his privite. 
Who sekithe werre, and hathe hymself no myght. 

It were grete wounder that ever he shuld the. 
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Another foole withe countrefete visage. 

Is he that falsly wil flater and feyne^ 
Whether that he be olde or yong of age, 

Seythe he is sike, and felithe no maner peyne ; 
And he that dothe his owne wif disdeyne, 

And holdithe another, of what estate he be, 
Withe other foolis embrace hym in a cheyne, 

For warantise that he shal never the. 

Of this frary moo foolis to expresse, 

4 

He that is to every man contrary, 
And he that bostithe of his cursidnesse, 

And he also that dothe prolong and tarye 
Withe fayre behestis, and from his promyse varie, 

Briefly to telle, I can non nother see, 
He is like a fugitif that rennythe to seyntwarye 

For drede of hangyng, and yit shal he never the. 

He is a foole eke, as Senek seythe. 

That long delay ethe his purpos to spede, 
A gretter foole is he that brekithe his feythe. 

And he that hotithe and failithe his friend at neede ; 
And he is a foole that no shame dothe drede, 

Whos promyse braydithe upon duplicite ; 
An hardy mowse, that is bold to breede 

In cattis eeris, that breede shal never the. 

And he is a foole that yevithe also credence 
To newe rumours and every foltisshe fable, 

A dronken foole that sparithe for no dispence 
To drynk ataunt til he slepe at table ; 
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Amonge al foolis that foole is most culpable, 
That is cursed and hathe therof deynte ; 

A poore begger, to be vengeable 
Withe purs penyles, may never the. 

And he that holdithe a quarel agayn right, 

Holdyng his purpos stiburn ageyn reason ; 
And he is a foole that is ay glad to fight, 

And to debate sekithe occasioun ; 
Abydithe so longe til he be betyn* doune, 

Dronk and lame that he may not flee ; 
And who so requyrithe to sojourne in prisoune, 

Enrolle hym up, for he shal never the. 

A lusti galaunt that weddithe an olde wiche. 

For grete tresoure, bicause his purs is bare ; 
An hungry huntor that houndithe on a biche, 

Nemel of mowthe for to murther an hare ; 
Night motoners that wil no warnyn spare, 

Without licence or liberte, 
Til sodayn perel bryng hem in the snare, 

A preparatif that they shul never the. 

Who dothe amysse and laughithe hymselfe to skorne, 

Or com to counseil or that he be callid, 
Or lowde laughyng whan that he shuld mourne, 

Amonge al foolis of right he may be stallid ; 
That purposithe his viage whan his hors is gallid, 

And plukkithe of his shone toward his journe. 
Who forsakithe wyne and drynkithe ale pallid, 

Suche foltisshe foolis, God lete hem never the I 
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And he that is a riatour al his lyf, 

And hathe his felaw and neyghburghe in dispite, 
And woundithe hymself withe his owne knyf, 

And of 00 candel weny the twoo were light ; 
Slepithe on the day and wacchith al the nyght. 

That al masses be don long or he redy be, 
Suche oon may clayme, bi verray title of right, 

To be a brother of theym that shal never the. 

Who holdithe it tresour that that he wysshithe, 

And gadrithe hym gossomer to pak it for wulle. 
And he is a foole to-fore the nette dothe wisshithe, 

And he is a foole that dothe fethers puUe 
Of fat capons up mewed to the fulle, 

And hathe nothyng but bones for his fee, 
Nullatenses ensealed hathe his buUe 

To al suche, that non of hem shal the. 

Whan the gander grasithe on the grene. 

The sleyghti fox dothe hir brode biholde, 
He takithe the fat and cast awey the leene. 

And sigrums chief wardeyn of the folde, 
Takithe to his larder at what price he wold, 

Of gretter lambren, j., ij., or thre, 
In wynter nyghtis frostis bien so colde, 

The sheppard slepithe, God lete hym never the I 

A foreyn liknesse whiche shal no man displease, 
By a straunge uncowthe comparisoune. 

Whan the belwether grasithe at his ease, 

Thoughe al the flokke hathe but smal foysoune. 
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He slepithe at leysor, makithe noyse none nor sowne, 
And carithe for no more so he have plente ; 

Al tho that make suche a partieioune 

Amonge theyr subjettis, God lete theyn never the I 

Withe ful wombe they preche of abstynenee, 

Theyr hotel filled withe fresshe wyne or ale, 
Love rownyng, lowtyng, and reverence, 

Newe false report, withe many a glosyng tale ; 
The jay more cherisshed than the nyghtyngale, 

Tabourers withe theyr mokkes and false dupplicite 
Please more these dayes, whan stuffid is theyr male, 

Withe farced flateryng, God lete hem never the I 

Paterfamulias, wise and expert of olde, 

Shulde sette botraille atwene derk and lighte, 
So prudently governe theyr housholde, 

To knowe a flight draake from a sterre bright, 
Owlis and battis of reasoun flee bi nyght, 

Late pluk theyr fethers that they mow nat flee. 
For false nyght rowners han hyndred many a wight, 

Al suche benche whistelers, God lete hem never thel 

Late Janus bifrons have none interesse, 

Whitche in oon hoode can shewe a double face ; 
Voyde camelyon, whiche of newfangelnesse, 

Eche colour seyn, the same he dothe enbrace ; 
And salamandra most felly dothe manace, ^ 

Withe his crikettis, lierne this of me, 
Where they abide or breede in any place, 

Lord of that housholde is never like to the. 
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Swiche a frary requyrithe Goddis curs. 

And I be shrewe al suche counsaillours, 
Can kisse withe Judas and kut a mans purs, 

Further a netle and cast out rose floures, 
Withe bury dokkes strowid bien theyr boures, 

Theyr hoked arawis dothe ever bakward flee, 
Suche false erwygges, suche covert losengeours, 

Enseale up theyr patent, for they shul never the. 



AS STRAIGHT AS A RAM'S HORN. 

[Addressed probably to Henry VI. From MS. Harl. 172, fol. 
71-72. There is another copy in MS. Harl. 4011.] 

CONTEYEDE BY LYNE RYGHT AS A RAMMYS HORNE. 

Alle ryghtwysnes now dothe procede, 

Sytte crown ede lyke an emperesse, 
Lawe hathe defyed guerdon and alle mede. 

Sett up trouthe on heyght as a goddesse : 
Good feythe hathe contraryede dowblenes, 

And prudence seethe alle thynge aforne, 
Kepynge the ordre of parfithe stabylnes, 

Conveyede by lyne ryght as a rammes home. 

Prynces of custome meyntene ryght in dede. 
And prelatys lyvethe in parfytnesse, 

Knyghthode wolle suffre no falsehede. 

And presthode hathe refusyde al rychesse ; 
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Relygyous of veraye holynesse 

With vertuous bene on heyght up borne, 

Envye in cloystres hathe none entresse, 

Conveyede by lyne ryght as a rammes borne. 

Marchandys of lucre takethe nowe none hede^ 

And usurye lyethe fetrede in dystresse, 
And, for to speke and wryte of woman hede, 

They banysshed have from hem newfangelnes ; 
And labourers done trewlye here busynesse, 

That of the daye they woUe none houre be lorne, 
With swete and travayle avoydynge ydelnesse, 

Conveyede be lyne ryght as a rammys home. 

Pore folkes pleyne them for noo nede, 

That ryche men dothe so grete almes, 
Plente eche daye dothe the hungrye fede, 

Clothe the nakyde in here wrecchidnes ; 
And charyte ys nowe a cheffe maystresse, [thorne, 

Sclaundre from hys tunge hathe plukked out the 
Detraccyon hys langage dothe represse, 

Conveyed by lyne ryght as a rammes home. 

Ypocrysie chaungede hathe hys wede, 

Take an habyte of vertues gladnesse, 
Deceyte dare not abrode hys wynges sprede, 

Nor dyssymylynge out homes dresse; 
For trouthe of kynde wolle shewe hys bryghtnes, 

Without eclipsynge, thow falnes had hit swome, 
To afferme thys dyte trewlye by processe. 

Hit ys conveyed ryght as a rammes home. 
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Oute of thys lande, and ellys God forbede ! 

Feynynge outelawede and alsoo falseness, 
Flaterye ys fledde for verraye shame and drede, 

Rycbe and pore have chose hem to sadnesse ; 
Wymmene lefte pride and take hem to mekenes, 

Whoos pacyens ys newe waat and shorne, 
Ther tunges have no carage of sharpenes, 

Conveyede by lyne, ryghte as a rammys home. 

Prynce I remembre, and prudently take hede, 

Howe vertue is of vices a duchesse, 
Oure feithe not haltithe but lenythe on hys crede, 

Thorghte ryght beleve the dede berythe witnes, 
Heretykys have lefte there frowadnes, 

Wedyde the cokkelle frome the puryd corne, 
Thus eche astate ys governede in sothenes^ 

Conveyed by lyne ryght as a rammes home. 

Quod John Ludgate, 



THE CONCORDS OF COMPANY. 

CONSULO QUISQUIS ERIS, QUI PACI8 FEDERA QUEBIS, 
C0N80NUS B8TO LUPI8, CUM QUIBITS ESSE CUPIS. 

[From MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 1-3.] 

LYKE THE AUDIENCE SO UTTIR THY LANGUAGE. 

I CONSEYL what SO evyr thou be, 
Off policye, forsighte, and prudence ; 

Yiff thou wilt lyve in pees and unite, 

Conforme thysylff and thynk on this sentence, 
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Whersoevere thou hoold residence, 

AmoDg wolvys be wolvysshe of corage, 

Leoun with leouns, a lamb for innocence, 
Lyke the audience so uttir thy language. 

The unycorn is cauhe with maydenys song, 

By dispocicioun, record of scripture ; 
With cormerawntys make thy nekke long. 

In pondys deepe thy prayes to recure ; 
Among ffoxis be foxisshe of nature, 

Mong ravynours thynk for avauntage. 
With empty hand men may noon haukys lure. 

And lyke the audience so uttir the language. 

With hooly men speke of hoolynesse. 

And with a glotone be delicat of thy ffare, 
With dronke men do supfetys by excesse, 

And among wastours no spendyng that thou spare ; 
With woodecokkys lerne for to dare. 

And sharpe thy knyff with pilours for pilage ; 
Lyke the market so preyse thy chaiFare, 

And lyke the audience so uttre thy language. 

With an otir spare ryveer noon nor ponde. 

With them that ferett robbe conyngerys ; 
A bloodhound with bowe and arwe in hond, 

Mawgre the wache of fosterys and parkerys ; 
Lyke thy felaship spare no daungerys. 

For lyf nor dethe thy lyff put in morgage, 
Mong knyhtes, squyers, chanouns, monkes, fryers, 

Lyke the audience uttir thy language. 
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Daoyel lay a prophete ful notable^ 

Of God preservyd in prysoun with lyouns ; 
Where God lyst spare, a tygre is nat vengable, 

No cruel beestys, berys, nor gryffouns ; 
And yif thu be in caves with dragouns, 

Remembre how Abacuk brought the potage 
So feere to Danyel, to many regiouns, 

As caas requerith so uttre thy language. 

With wyse men talke of sapience, 

With philosophres speke of philosophic, 
With shipmen, seyleng that have experience. 

In troubly seis how they shal hem guye ; 
And with poetys talke of poetrye ; 

Be nat to presumptuous of cheer nor of visage. 
But where thou comyst in ony companye, 

Lyke the audience so uttir thy language. 

This litel ditee concludithe in meuyng. 

Who that caste hym this rewle for to kepe. 
Mot conforme hym lyke in every thyng, 

Wher he shal byde unto the felashipe; 
With wachemen wake ; with sloggy folkes sleepe ; 

With wood men wood ; with frentyk folke savage ; 
Renne with beestys ; with wilde wormys creepe ; 

And like the audience uttir thy language. 

VERBA TRANSLATORUM. 

Mong alle thes I counceyl yit take heed, 
Wher thu abydest or reste in any place. 

In cheef love God, and with thy love ha dreed. 
And be feerful ageyn hym to trespaee ; 
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With vertuous men encrece shalle thy grace> 
And vicious folk arn cause of gret damage. 

In every ffelaship so for thysilf purchace, 

Where vertu regnyth, ther uttir thy language. 

Be paied with litel, content with sufRsaunce, 

Clymb nat to hihe, thus biddith Socrates ; 
Glad povert is of tresours moost substaunce, 

And Catoun seith is noon so greet encress 
Off wordly tresour, as for to live in pees, 

Which among vertues hath the vasselage : 
I take record of Diogenees, 

Which to Alisaundre had this language. 

His paleys was a litel poore tonne, 

Which on a wheel with hym he gan carye, 
Bad this Emperour ride out of his sonne, 

Which dempt hymsylf richer than kyng Darye, 
Kept with his vessel fro wyndis moost contrarye, 

Wherin he made daily his passage. 
This philosophre with pryncys lyst nat tarye, 

Nor in ther presence to uttre no language. 

Attwen thes tweyne a greet comparysoun, 

Kyng Alisaunder he conqueryd al, 
Diogenes lay in a smal dongoun ; 

Lyke sondry wedrys which turnyd as a bal, 
Fortune to Alisaundir gaff a sodeyn fal ; 

The philosophre disposed his coignage, 
He though te vertu was moor imperial 

Than his acqueyntaunce, with al his proud language. 
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An tony e and Poule dispised al richesse, 

Lyved in desert of wilful poverte ; 
Cesar and Pompey of marcial woodnesse, 

By ther envious compassyd cruelte, 
Twen Germany e and Affryk was gret enmyte ; 

No comparisoun twen good greyn and forage ; 
Preise every thyng like to his degre ; 

And lyke the audience so uttir thy language. 

I fond a lyknesse depict upon a wal, 

Armed in vertues, as I walk up and doun, 
The hed of thre ful solempne and roial, 

Intellectus, memorye^ and resoun ; 
With eyen and erys of cleer discrecioun, 

Mouth and tonge avoiden al outrage, 
Ageyn the vice of fals detraccioun, 

To do no surfet in woord nor in language. 

Hand and armys with this discrecioun, 

Wher so man have force or febilnesse, 
Trewly to meene in his affeccioun, 

For fraude or favour to folwe rihtewisnesse ; 
Entrailes inward devocioun with meeknesse, 

Passyng Pigmalioun which graved his ymage ; 
Preyd to Venus, of lovers cheef goddesse. 

To graunt it lyff and quyknesse of language. 

Of hool entent pray we to Crist Jhesu, 

To quyke a figure in oure conscience, 
Reson as hed, with membris of vertu, 

Afom rehersyd breeffly in sentence ; 

N 



178 lydgate's minor poems. 

Undir support of bis magnificeDce, 

Crist so lyst governe our wordly pilgrymage, 
Tween i^ice and vertu to sette a difference, 

To his plesaunce to uttren our language. 



ST. URSULA AND THE ELEVEN THOUSAND 

VIRGINS. 

[From MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 116.] 

Ye Britoun martirs, famous in parfitnesse, 

Of herte avowyd in your tendir age, 
To persevere in virginal clennesse. 

Free from the yok and bond of manage, 
Lyk hooly angelis hevenly of corage. 

Stable as a stoon groundid on vertu> 
Perpetuelly to your gret avauntage, 

Knet to your spouse callid Crist Jhesu, 

O ye maidenys of thousandys ful hellevene I 

Rad in the gospel with five that wer wyse, 
Regnyng with Crist above the sterrys sevene. 

Your launpis lihte for tryumphal emprise, 
Upon your hed your stoory doth devise. 

For martirdam crownyd with roosys reede, 
Medlyd with lilies for conquest in such wise, 

Fresshe undiffadid, tokne of your maydenheede. 
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Graunt us, Jhesu, of merciful pite, 

Geyn our trespas gracious indulgence, 
Nat Ilk our meritis peised the qualite, 

Disespeyred of our owne offence, 
Ner that good hoope with thy pacience, 

With help of Ursula and hir sustris alle, 
Shal be meenys to thy magnificence, 

Us to socoure. Lord, whan we to the calle. 



THE CHORLE AND THE BIRD. 

The " paunflet" from which this poem professes to be translated, 
was probably the old French Fabliau which is printed by Barba- 
zan, (ed. Meon, iii, 114) under the title of ** Le Lais de TOiselet." 
The original of the story is found in the Latin " Disciplina cleri- 
calis*' of Petrus Alfonsi (fab. xx. Quidam habuit virgultum, &c.) 
The Fabliau is only an enlargement of the tale from the different 
old French metrical versions of the Disciplina Clericalis, known 
by the title of " Chastoiement," or " Castoiement," where it has 
the title " Du Vilein et de I'Oiselet." See the " Chastoiement" 
published by the Soci6t6 des Bibliophiles Franpais, ii. 130, and 
that printed by Barbazan, ii. 140. The following English version 
is taken from MS. Harl. 116, fol. 146-152. It is mentioned as a 
piece of Lydgate's by Stephen Hawes, in his " Pastime of Pie- 
sure." It was at that time very popular, and was printed succes- 
sively by Caxton, Wynkyn de Worde, and Coplande. 



Problemys of olde likenese and figures, 
Whiche proved been fructuous of sentence, 
And hath auctorite grownded in scriptures, 
By resemblaunces of nobille apparence. 
Withe moralites concluding of prudence, 
Like as the Bibylle rehersithe by writing. 
How trees soratyme chase hemself a kyng. 
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First in their choise thay named the olive, 

To reigne amonge hem, Judicum dothe expresse, 

But he hym dide excuse blithe, 

He myght not forsake his fatnesse, 

Ner the figge tree his amorows swettnes, 

Ner the vyne his holsom fressh tarage, 

Whiche yeveth comforte to al uianer age. 

And semlably Poetis Laureate, 

By dyrke parables ful convenient, 

Feyne that birddis and bests of estate, 

As royalle egles and lyons be assent, 

Sent out writtes to olde a parliament. 

And made decres brefly for to saye, 

Some for to have lordshippe and some for obeye. 

Egles in the hey re highest to take hir fiighte, 
Power of lyouns on the grounde is sene, 
Cedre among trees highest of sight. 
And the laurealle of nature is ay grene, 
Of flowres also Flora goddes and quene, 
Thus of al thing ther beene diversites, 
Some of estate and some of lowe degres. 

Poetes writin wonderfulle liknesses, 

And under covert kepe hemself ful closse ; 

They take bestis and fowles to witnesse, 

Of whos feyninges fabilles first arosse. 

And here I cast unto my purpose, 

Out of the Frenssh a tale to translate, 

Whiche in a paunfiet I redde and saw but late. 
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This tale whiche I make of mencioun, 

In gros rehersethe playnly to declare, 

Thre proverbis payed for raunsoun, 

Of a faire birdde that was take out of a snare, 

Wondir desirous to scape out of hir care. 

Of my autour folwyng the processe. 

So as it fel, in order I shal expresse. 

Whilom ther was in a smal village, 

As myn autor maketbe rehersayle, 

A chorle whiche hadde lust and a grete corage, 

Within hymself be diligent travayle, 

To array his gardeyn withe notable apparayle. 

Of lengthe and brede yeliche square and longe, 

Hegged and dyked to make it sure and strong. 

AUe the aleis were made playne with sond, 
The benches turned with newe turvis grene, 
Sote herbers, withe condite at the honde, 
That wellid up agayne the sonne shene, 
Lyke silver stremes as any cristalle clene, 
The burbly wawes in up boyling, 
Rounde as byralle ther beamys out shynynge. 

Amyddis the gardeyn stode a fressh lawrer, 

Theron a bird syngyng bothe day and nyghte. 

With shynnyng fedres brightar than the golde weens 

Whiche with hir song made hevy hertes lighte, 

That to beholde it was an hevenly sighte, 

How toward evyn and in the dawnyng, 

She ded her payne most amourously to synge. 
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Esperus enforced hir corage, 

Toward evyn whan Phebus gan to west, 

And the braunches to hir avauntage. 

To syng hir complyn and than go to rest ; 

And at the rysing of the quene Alcest, 

To synge agayne, as was hir due, 

Erly on raorowe the day sterre to salue. 

It was a verray hevenly melodye, 

Evyne and morowe to here the byrddis songe. 

And the soote sugred armonye. 

Of uncouthe varblys and tunys drawen on longe, 

That al the gardeyne of the noyse rong, 

Til on a morwe, whan Tytan shone ful clere, 

The birdd was trapped and kaute with a pantere. 

The chorle was gladde that he this birdde hadde take, 

Mery of chere, of looke, and of visage. 

And in al haste he cast for to make, 

Within his house a pratie li telle cage, 

And with hir songe to rejoise his corage, 

Til at the last the sely birdde abrayed, 

And sobirly unto the chorle she sayde. 

*' I am now take and stand undir daunger, 
Holde straite that I may not fle. 
Adieu, my songe and alle notes clere, 
Now that I have lost my liberte. 
Now am I thralle that somtyme was fre. 
And trust while I stand in distresse, 
I canne not synge ner make gladnesse. 
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"And thowe my cage forged were with golde, 

And the pynacles of birrale and cristale, 

I remembre a proverd said of olde. 

Who lesethe his fredam, in faith ! he loseth all, 

For I hadd levyr upon a braunehe smale, 

Mekely to singe amonge the wodes grene. 

Than in a cage of silver brighte and shene. 

*' Songe and prison have noon aecordaunce> 
Trowest thou I wolle syng in prisoun ? 
Song procedethe of joy and of plesaunce. 
And prison causeihe dethe and destruccioun ; 
Rynging of fetires makethe no mery sounde. 
Or how shuld he be gladde or jocounde 
Agayne his wylle, that ligthe in chaynes bounde. 

" What avaylethe it a lyon to be kyng 

Of bestes, alle shette in a towre of stone. 

Or an egle, undir strayte kepyng^ 

Called also king of fowles everichone ; 

Fy on lordshippe whan liberte is gone, 

Answere herto and lat it not asterte, 

Who syngeth merily that syngeth not of herte ? 

" But if thou wilte rejoise of my syngyng, 

Lat me go flye free from al daunger. 

And every day in the mornyng, 

I shall repayre unto thi lawrer, 

And freshly syng withe lusty notes clere, 

Undir thy chambire or afore thyne halle, 

Every season whane thou list me calle. 
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" To be shett up and pynned undir drede, 

No thing accordethe unto my nature, 

Thouhe I were fedde with mylke and wastelbrede. 

And soote cruddes browte unto my pasture, 

Yet had I lever to do my besy cure, 

Herly in the morowe to shrapyn in the vale, 

To fynde my dyner amonge the wormes smale. 

*' The laborare is gladdare at his ploughe, 
Herly on morne to fede hym withe bacon, 
Than som man is that hathe tresoure i-noughe. 
And of alle deyntes plente and foison. 
And no fredom with his possessioun. 
To go at large, but as bere to stake. 
To passe his boundis but if he leve take. 

" Take this aunswere for full conclusion. 

To synge in prison thou shalt me not constrayne^ 

Till I have fredom in wodis up and downe. 

To flien at large on boughes rouhe and playne ; 

And of resoun thou shuldest not disdayne^ 

Of my desire laugh and have game 

But who is a chorle wolde eche a man were the same." 

" Wele," quod the chorle, " syth it will not be 

That I desire as be thy talkyng, 

Magry thi will thou shalt chese on of thre, 

Withinne a cage merily to synge. 

Or to the kechen I shal thy body bringe, 

Pulle thi fedris that bene so brighte and clere. 

And aftir the rooste and baake to my dyner." 
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" Than," quod the birdde, " to reson saye not nay, 
Torching my songe a fuUe aunswer thou haste. 
And when my fedres pulled been away, 
Yf I be rosted, outher bake in paste. 
Thou shalt of me have a fulle smal repaste ; 
But yf thou wilt werke by my counseille. 
Thou mayest by me have passing gret availe. 

" Yf thou wilt unto my rede assent, 
And suffre me go frely fro prisoun, 
Without raunsoun or ony other rent, 
I shal the yeve a notable gret gwerdoun, 
Thre grete wysdoms according to resoun. 
More of walewe, take hede what I do profre, 
Thane al the golde that is shet in thi cofre. 

" Trust me wele I shal the not disceyve." 

*' Wele," quod the chorle, " telle oon, anone let se." 

" Nay," quod the byrdde, " thou must afore conceyve. 

Who that shal teche must of reason go free. 

It sittethe a maister to have his liberte, 

And at large to teche his lesson. 

Have me not suspecte I mene no tresone." 

" Well," quod the chorle, " I holde me content, 
I trust the promys which thou hast made to me." 
The birdde fley forthe, the chorle was of assent ; 
And toke hir flighte upon the lawreer tre, 
Than thought he thus, " now 1 stand fre. 
With snares panters I cast not al my lyve, 
Ner withe no lyme-twygges ony more to stryve. 
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*' He is a fole that scaped is daunger. 
And broken his fedres and fled is fro prisoun, 
For to resorte, for brent childe dredethe fire ; 
Eche a man beware of wisdom and resoun. 
Of sugre strowed that hydethe fals poyson, 
Ther is no venome so parlious in sharpnes, 
Os whan it hathe of treacle a lyknes. 

** Who dredeth no parelle, in parelle he shal falle; 
Smothe waters ben ofte sithes depe ; 
The quayle pype can moste falsly calle. 
Till the quayle undir the net doth crepe ; 
A blery-eed fowler trust not though he wepe, 
Eschewe his thorn be, of weping take noon hede, 
That smale birddes can nype be the hede. 

'' And now that I such daungeres am escaped, 
I wil be ware and afore provide. 
That of no fowler I wil no more be japed, 
From their lyme-twygges I will flee fer asyde ; 
Where perell is, gret perelle is to abyde. — 
Come nere, thou chorle, take hede to my speeche. 
Of thre wisdoms that I shal the teche. 

" Yeve not of wisdom to hasty credepce 
To every tale nor to eche tyding ; 
But considre of resoun and prudence, 
Among many talis is many gret lesyng ; 
Hasty credence hathe caused gret hyndring ; 
Reporte of talis, and tydinges broute up newe, 
Makethe many a man to beholde untrewe. 
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*' For oon partie take this for thy raunsoun : 
Lerne the seeund growoded in scripture, 
Desire thou nott be no condicioun^ 
Thing which is impossible to recure ; 
Wordly desires stand alle in aventure, 
And who desire to dymbe highe on lofte, 
By soden torne felethe ofte his fal unsofte. 

" The thirdde is this ; beware bothe even and morowe, 

Forgete it not, but lerne this of me ; 

For tresoure loste maketh never to gret sorowe, 

Which in no wise may not recovered be ; 

For who takethe sorowe for losse in that degre, 

Reknethe first his losse and aftir rekyn his peyne, 

And of oon sorowe makethe he sorowes tweyne." 

Aftir this lessone the birdde begane a songe, 

Of hir escape gretly rejoysing, 

And she remembryng also the wronge 

Don by the chorle first at hir takynge, 

Of hir affray and hir enprisonyng ; 

Gladde that she was at large and out of drede. 

Said unto hym, hovyng above his hedde : 

" Thou were," quod she, " a very natural! fole, 
To suffre me departe, of thy lewdnesse ; 
Thou owghtest oft to complayne and make dole. 
And in thyne herte to have gret hevynesse, 
That thou hast loste so passing gret richesse, 
Whiche myght suffice, by valewe in rekenyng. 
To pay the raunsoum of a myghty kyng. 
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" There is a stone whiche called is jagounee^ 
Of olde engendred withinne myne entrayle, 
Whiche of fyne golde peyssethe a gret unce, 
Cytryne of colour, lyke garnettes of entayle, 
Which maketh men victorious in batayle^ 
And so ever here on hym this stone 
Is fully assured agayne his mortal foone. 

*' Who hathe this stone in possession, 
Shal sufFre no povert, ner no indigence. 
But of al tresour have plente and foysoun. 
And every man shal do hym reverence ; 
And no ennemy shal do hym offence. 
But from thyne handis now that I am gone, 
Pleyne if thou wilt, for thi parte is none. 

" It causethe love, it makethe men more gracious, 

And favorable in every mannys sighte ; 

It makethe acorde betwne folke envyous, 

Comforteth sorowfull, and maketh hevy herttes lighte, 

Lyke topasion of colours sonnyssh bright ; 

I am a foole to telle al at ones. 

Or to teche a chorle the price of precious stones. 

" Men shuld not put a precious margarite, 

As rubies, saphires, or othir stones hynde, 

Emeraudes ner rounde perles whight. 

To-fore rude swyne that loven daflfe of kynde ; 

For a sowe delightethe, as I fynde. 

More in foule draife hir pigges for to glade, 

That in al the perre that comethe out of Garnade. 
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'* Eche thing draueth unto his semlable^ 
Fysshes on the see, bestes on the stronde^ 
The eyere for fowllis of nature is convenable^ 
To a ploughe man to tille the lande, 
And a chorle a mokeforke in his hande ; 
1 lese my tyme ony more to tarye, 
To telle a bowen of the lapidarye. 

^* That thou haddest, thou gettest never agayne ; 

Thi lym-twigges and panters I defye : 

To lete me go thou ware foule over sayne, 

To lese thi richesse only of foly. 

I am now fre to syng, and to flye 

Where that me lust« and he is a foole at alle, 

That gothe at large and makethe hymselff thralle. 

" To here a wisdom thyn eres been half deef, 
Lyke an asse that listithe on an harppe, 
Thou mayst go pype in an y ve-lefFe ; 
Better is to me to synge on thomes sharppe, 
Than in a cage withe a chorle to carppe : 
For it was saide of folkes yore a gone, 
A chorles chorle is ofte wo begone." 

The chorle felt his hert parte in twayne, 

For verray sorowe, and a-sondire ry ve ; 

** Alias V* quod he, " I may wele wepe and playne, 

As a wreche never leke to thryve, 

But for to endure in poverte al my live ; 

For of foly and of wilfulnesse, 

I have now lost al holy my richesse. 
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" I was a lorde, I crye out of fortune. 

And hadde gret tresoure late in my keping, 

Whiche myghte have made me long to contynue, 

Withe that stone to have ly ved leke a kyng ; 

Yf that I hadde sett it in a ryng. 

Borne it on me, I hadde had goode i-nowe, 

And never more have neded to goon to the ploughe." 

Whan the birdde sawe the chorle thus morne, 
And houghe that he was hevy of his chere. 
She toke hir flighte and gayn a-gayne retorne 
Towards hym, and said as ye shal here ; — 
" O dul chorle wysdoms for to lere I 
That I the taughte, al is lefte behynde, 
Raked away and clene out of mynde. 

^'Taughte I the not thies wisdam in sentence. 

To every tale broughte to the of newe 

Not hastily to yeve therto credence, 

Into tyme thou knew that it were trewe ; 

Al is not golde that shynethe goldisshe hewe, 

Nor stonys al by nature, as I fynde, 

Be not saphires that shewethe colour Ynde. 

In this doctryne I loste my laboure, 

To teche the suche proverbis of substaunce, 

Now mayst thou se thyn owne biynde errour, 

For al my body peyssed in balaunce, 

Weiethe not an unce ; rude is thi remembraunce, 

I to have more payee clos in myne entrayle, 

Than al my body set for the countirvayle ! 
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" Al my bodye weyeth not an unce, 
Hough myght I than have in me a stone^ 
That peyssith more^ as dothe a gret jagounce ; 
Thy brayne is dul, thy vfiite is almoste gone ; 
Of thre wisdoms thou hast forgoteneoon. 
Thou shuldest not aftir my sentence, 
To every tale yeve hastily credence. 

" I badde also be ware bothe even and morowe, 
For thing lost of soden aventure^ 
Thou shuld not make to mekelle sorowe, 
Whan thou seest thou mayst not it recure ; 
Here thou faylest, which doste thi busy cure, 
In thi snare to kache me agayne, 
Thou art a fole, thi labour is in vayne. 

" In the thirdde also thou doste rave : 
I badde thou shuldest, in no maner wyse^ 
Coveyte thing whiche thou maist not have, 
In whiche thou hast forgoten myne empryse ; 
That I may sey playnly to devyse, 
Thou hast of madnesse forgoten al thre 
Notable wysdoms that I taught the. 

" It ware but foly withe the more to carpe. 

Or to preche of wysdoms more or lasse ; 

I holde hym madde that bryngeth forth his harppe, 

Therone to teche a rude for-dulle asse ; 

And madde is he that syngeth a fole a masse ; 

And he is moste madde that dothe his besynesse. 

To teche a chorle termys of gentilnesse. 
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** And semlably in Apprille and in May, 
Whan gentille birddes most maketh melodie, 
The cokkowe syng can than but oon lay, 
In othir tymes she hathe no fantasye ; 
Thus every things as clerks specifye, 
As frute and trees, and folke of every degre. 
Fro whens they come thei take a tarage. 

" The vintere tretethe of his holsom wynes, 
Of gentille frute bostethe the gardener, 
The fyssher casteth his hokes and his lynes 
To kache fyssh in every fressh rever. 
Of tilthe of lande tretethe the boueer, 
The chorle delitethe to speke of rybaudye, 
The hunter also to speke of venerye. 

'^ Al oon to the a ffaucion and a kyghte, 

As goode an howle as a popingaye, 

A downghille doke as deynte as a snyghte ; 

Who servethe a chorle hathe many a carfuU day. 

Adewe ! sir chorle, farwele ! I flye my way. 

O caste me never aftir my lyfe enduring 

A-fore a chorle any more to syng." 

Ye folke that shal here this fable, see or rede. 
Now forged talis I counsaille you lo fle. 
For losse of goode takethe not to gret hede, 
Bethe not malicious for noon adversite, 
Coveitethe no thing that may not be ; 
And remembre, wherever that ye goone, 
A choHes chorle is woo begone. 
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Unto purpos this proverd is full ryfe, 

Rade and reported by olde remembraunce. 

A childes birrde and a knavis wyfe 

Have often siethe gret sorowe and myschaunce. 

Who hathe fredom hathe al suffisaunce ; 

Bettir is fredom withe litelle in gladnesse, 

Than to be thralle withe al worldly richesse. 

Go^ gentille qnayer ! and recommaunde me 
Unto my maister with humble effection ; 
Beseke hym lowly, of mercy and pite, 
Of this rude makyng to have compassion ; 
And as touching the translacioun 
Oute of Frenshe, hough ever the Englisshe be, 
Al thing is saide undir correctioun. 
With supportacion of your benignite. 



ON THE MUTABILITY OF HUMAN AFFAIRS. 

From MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 14-17. Other copies occur in MS. 
Harl. 2251 ; MS. Rawl. Oxon. C. 86; and MS. Bib. Coll. Jes. 
Cantab. Q. r. 8. See Madden's " Introduction to Sir Gawayne," 
p. 65. In MS. Harl. 7333, is the first stanza of this ballad, toge- 
ther with the opening verse of another of Lydgate's poems, with 
the following rubric: "Halsam squiere made thes ij. balades." 
These latter have been printed in the ** Reliquiae Antiquae," 
i. 234 ; but there is certainly no sufficient reason to assign either 
one or the other to the worthy " squiere." 



The world so wyd, the hair so remevable, 

The cely man so litel of stature. 
The greve and the ground of clothyng so mutable, 

The fyr so hoot and sotil of nature. 
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The watir nevir in oon, what creature 

Maad of thes foure that been thus flettyng, 

Mihte of reson perseveren by any cure, 
Or stedfast been beer in his livyng. 

Man hath of erthe slowthe and hevynesse, 

Flux and reflux by watir made unstable, 
Kyndly of hayr he hath also swiftnesse. 

By fyr maad hasty, wood, and nat tretable; 
To erthe ageyn by processe corumpable^ 

Seelde or nevir in o point abydyng, 
Now glad, now hevy, now froward, now tretable, 

How shuld he than be stedfast of lyvyng? 

Off erthe he hath joyutes, flesshe, and boonys, 

And of watir ful manyfold humoures, 
Hayr in his arteres dispoosyd for the noonys, 

Fir in his herte, by record of auctoures ; 
Complexionat of sondryfold coloures. 

Now brihte as Phebus, now reyn, and now shynyng, 
Now silver dewhe, now fresshe with April floures, 

How shuld man than be stedfast of lyvyng ? 

With Ver he hath drynesse and moisture, 

Attwen bothe bamaner attemperaunce, 
In which tweyne deliteth hym nature, 

YifF coold nat put hym in distemperaunce ; 
Thus meynt with dreed is mannys govemaunce, 

Ay in inuncerteyn, by record of writyng, 
Now wood, now sobre, now prudent in daliaunce, 

How shuld man than be stedfast in livyng ? 
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Man hath with somyr drynesse and heete, 

In ther bookys as auctoures lyst expresse, 
Whan Phebus entrith in the Ariete, 

Digest humoures upward doon hem dresse, 
Poorys opnyng^ that sesoun of swetnesse I 

With exalaeiouns and mystis descendyng, 
Titan to erly whan he his cours doth dresse, 

Of his brihte shynyng no stedfast abyding. 

Autumpne to Ver foundyn is contrary, 

Galien seith in al ther qualitees, 
Disposyng man that sesoun doth so vary, 

To many unkouth straunge infirmytees, 
Of canyculer dayes takyng the propirtees, 

By revolucioun of manyfold chaungyng, 
In spiritual state temporal comowneeres, 

How sbuld he than be stedfast of livyng ? 

Man hath with with wyntir in this present lyfF, 

By disposicioun cold and humydite, 
Which sesoun is to flewme nutritiflf, 

Spoleth tre and herbe of al ther fresshe bewte ; 
The dayes- eye drepith, leesith hir liberte, 

Poores constreyned no roseer out shewyng, 
Fresshnesse of corages that sesoun makith ffle, 

How shuld man than be stedfast of livyng ? 

Fyr resolvethe erthe by watry, 

And watry thynges fyr turneth into hayr, 
Makith hard thyng neisshe and also naturally, 

Neisshe thyng hard by his sodeyn repair ; 
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Tho withe hard yis that shoon as cristal fayr, 
Which element hat he in man ful greet werkyng, 

Feith^ hope, and charite shal outraye al dispayr, 
Thouhe alle men be nat stedfast of ly vyng» 

Ayer of nature yevith inspiraeioun, 

To mannys herte thyng moost temperatiff, 
Off kyndly heete gevyth respiracioun, 

Sotil, rare, and a gret mytigatifF, 
To tempre the spiritis by vertu vegetatifF; 

And sithe that hayr in man is thus meevyng, 
By manyfoold sawt he troublyd in his liff. 

How shuld man than be stedfast in livyng? 

Watir somwhile is congelyd to cristalle, 

Coold and moist, as of his nature, 
Now ebbithe, flowithe, which, in especialle, 

Mihte of the moone doth hire course recure ; 
And sith that element, by record of Scripture, 

Was oon of foure compact in our makyng, 
I wold enqueere what maneer creature 

Maad of thes foure were stedfast of livyng ? 

The sangueyn man of blood hath hardynesse, 

Wrouhte to be lovyng, large of his dispence. 
The flewmatyk slowhe, oppressyd with dolnesse, 

Whit of visage, rude of elloquence ; 
And sithe ther is in man suche difference 

Off complexiouns dy versly werkyng, 
Answer heerto concludyng in sentence. 

How that he myghte be stable of his livyng. 
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The coleryk man sotil and deceyvable, 

Slendir^ leene, and citryn of colour, 
Wroth sodeynly, wood and nat tretable, 

Ay ful of yre, of malys^ and rancour^ 
Drye and adust and a gret wastour, 

And disposyd to many sondry thyng, 
Withe pompe and boost hasty to do rigour, 

Been such men stable heer in ther livyng ? 

Malencolik of his complexloun, 

Dispoosid of kynde for to be fraudelent, 
Malicious, froward, and by decepcioun, 

Which thynges peysed by good avisement, 
Forgyng discordes double of his entent ; 

I dar conclude as to my feelyng. 
By confirmacioun as in sentement, 

Fewe men be stable heer in ther livyng. 

Satourn disposith to malencolye, 

Jubiter reiseth men to hihe noblesse, 
And sturdy Mars to striflf, werre, and envye, 

Phebus to wysdam and to hihe prowesse, 
Mercurius to chaung and doubilnesse, 

The moone mutable, now glad, and now drepyng, 
And gery Venus, ful of newfangilnesse, 

Makith man unstable heer in this livyng. 

The world unsuyr, fortune transmutable, 
Trust on lordshipe a feynt sekimesse ; 

Eche sesoun varieth frenship oft unstable, 
Now glad, now hevy, now heltbe, now syknesse ; 
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An ebbe of povert next ffloodys of richesse^ 
Al staunt on chaung, now los and now wynnyng; 

Tempest on se, and wyndes sturdynesse 
Make men unstable and feerful of livyng. 

Titan somwhile fresshly dothe appeere, 

Than comyth a storm and doth his lihte difface, 
The soyl in somyr with floures glad of cheere^ 

Wyntris rasour doth al away arrace; 
Al erthely thyng sodeynly doth pace, 

Which may have heer no siker abydyng, 
Eek alle estatys fals fortune doth manace ; 

How shuld man than be stedfast of ly vyng ? 

Considre and see the transmutacioun, 

How the sesoun of greene lusty age. 
Force of juventus, hardy as lioun, 

Tyme of manhood, wisdam, sad corage, 
And how decrepitus tumeth to dotage, 

Al cast in ballaunce, be war, forget nothyng, 
And thu shalt fynde this lyfF a pilgrymage, 

In which ther is no stedfast abydyng. 

Man ! left up thyn eye to the hevene, 

And pray the Lord, which is eternal I 
That sitt so ferre above the sterrys sevene, 

In his paleys moost Imperyal ! 
To graunt the grace heer in this liff mortal, 

Contricioun, shrifft, hoosyl at thy party ng, 
And, or thu passe, remyssioun fynal, 

Toward that lyf wher joye is ay lastyng I 
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A SATIRICAL DESCRIPTION OF HIS LADY. 

[From MS. Harl. 2256, fol. 153-156.] 

WHAN SHE HATH ON HIRE HOOD OF GRENE. 

My fayr lady, so fressh of hewe, 

Good thryft come to your goodly face, 
Of colourys like the noble newe, 

As bryght as bugyl or ellys bolace ; 
So weel were he that myght purchace 

At good leyser with hire to been, 
Hire semly cors for to embrace, 

Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 

For yif I shuld hire al discrye. 

Fro the heed to the novyl, and so forth down, 
I trowe there is noon suych alyve. 

For to begynne at hire motle crown, 
The whyght flekkyd with the brown, 

Shoom as a sheep with sherys keen, 
There is noon so fayr in al our town. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 

The kyrspe skyn of hyr forheed, 

Is drawyn up and on trustily bownde, 
Of colowrys dunne, yelewe, pale, and reed. 

And therwithal hire cheeky s been rownde ; 
A reynbowe hew so fayr she is fownde, 

For whan the sunne shyneth sheen. 
Alias I she gevith myn herte a wownde. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 
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Here smothe browys blake and fyn, 

Am soft and tendir for to fele, 
A 8 been the bruskelys of a swyn ; 

Here jowys been rownde as purs or bele ; 
That though hire herte were made of stele, 

And I ne myght hire nevir seen, 
Yit must I love hire evir wele, 

Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 

Here greet shulderys, square and brood ; 

Here breestys up here, hire bely so large» 
For upon hire is a greet carte lood, 

She is no bot, she is a barge ; 
A stouhte that no man may charge, 

Whoos boody may not suffysed been. 
And evir abrood she beryth hire tarage, 

Undir hire daggyd hood of green. 

This fair floure of womanheed 

Hath too pappys also smalle, 
Bolsteryd out of lenghth and breed, 

Lyche a large campyng balle ; 
There is no bagpipe halfF so talle. 

Nor no cormyse, for sothe as I ween, 
Whan they been ful of wynde at alle. 

And she have on hire hood of green. 

And forth to speke of hire en tray lie, 
Liche a cow hire wombe is gert, 

Rympled liche a nunnys veylle, 
And smothe berdyd liche a gete. 
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Hire teeth been whight as ony jete. 

^nd lych a seergecloth hire nekke is dene, 
And for to kepe hire froom the heete, 

She weryth a daggyd hood of grene. 

Hire skyn is tendyr for to towche, 

As of an hownd-fyssh or of an hake^ 
Whoos tewhyng hath coost many a crowche, 

Hire pylche souple for to make ; 
Wheer ovir many an hed hath ake, 

In skorn whan she lyth on the splene, 
And yit she shal hym dene out shake, 

Undir hire daggid hood of grene. 

Hire buttokys ar not lowe sunke, 

But brood as is a Spaynych stede^ 
For febylnesse she is nat shrunke, 

Men may that se thorugh out hire wede ; 
Hire crowpe doth the semys shrede. 

Whan they so streyght lasyd been ; 
Now good thryfFt have he for hys mede, 

That best can shakyn hire hood of green. 

Hire lemys not smal but liche a spere, 

But jumbelyd but lyke as is an oly vaunt, 
The greet docher up for to bere, 

A belfrey for the body faunt ; 
Or ellys for to pley at the, 

Or for an hasard of heightene, 
So weel were he that had a graunt 

To towche hire daggyd hood of grene. 
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This is the lady that I serve, 

That hath so many men on honde ; 
For of hire can no man thank deserve, 

That trottyth on the drye londe, 
But on them she wyl have a bonde, 

As weel of bayard as of brende, 
And yit for sorelle she wyl stonde, 

Though men hire daggyd hood wolde rende. 

In cherysshyng of the yemanry, 

She hath weykyd many a bowe, 
But moost she lovith specially, 

Hym that can shote bothe styffe and lowe ; 
And but the deer be ovir-throwe. 

The arwe was nat fyled kene, 
And to the deth she can weel blowe. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of grene. 

Hire watir lyme is maad ful weel, 

Bothe for the cormeraunt and the snyte. 
The botoore that etith the greet eel. 

Is cause yif he wyl his rochys byte ; 
The semewe with his fetherys whyte, 

Nor the caldmawe, nouthir fat nor lene, 
Gooth not from hire panteer quyght. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of grene. 

Of huntyng she beryth the greet pryse. 
For buk or doo, bothe hert and hynde ; 

But whan she dotyth and wyl be nyse, 
Maale deer to chaase and to fynde. 
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That can hym feede on bark or rynde. 

And in hire park pasturyd been, 
That weel can beere with a tynde, 

Undir hire daggyd hood of green. 

This sovereyn lady moost enteer, 

On hobying whan she lyst to fare, 
With hire brood serkelys hire behynde, 

To make the larke for to dare, 
That fro hir gravys and hir snare, 

Goth not awey that corny th between, 
The thruschylcok nor the feldfare. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 

It is deynty of this flowyr. 

That is so boold upon hire braunche, 
And wyl abyde every schowyr, 

Whoos thruste may noo stormys staunche ; 
But the flood wyl ovir launche, 

That no man may wade, it is so kene, 
It wyl not palle in hire haunche, 

Whan she hath on hire hood of grene. 

Now what she beryth I wyl yow telle, 

Although I can not armys blase, 
Nor to the fuUe rynge hire belle. 

That is so wrymplyd as a mase ; 
So longe a man may loke and gase. 

To telle what shuld hire baggy s been, 
Whoos fenestralle were hard to glase, 

Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 
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Hire cote armure is duskyd reed, 

With a boordure as blak as sabyl, 
A pavys or a terget for a sperys heed, 

Wyde as a chirche that hath a gabyl ; 
For who shalle justyn in that stabyl. 

But he be shodde he is not sene> 
Litel Morel! e were not abyl, 

Whan she hath on hire hood of grene. 

Hire cote armure though it be rente, 

Yit hernyd she nevir the bak, 
Though many a robe hath be shente 

On hire sarpelere and on hire sak ; 
Evir moore she stood for al the wrak, 

And for shot she lyst not to fleen, 
A castyng dart took no tak, 

Undir hire daggyd hood of green. 

Now fareweel hert and have good dey. 

Of yow me lyst nat moore to endight, 
Colowryd lyche a rotyn eey, 

In morwe among your pylwys whight ; 
The blak crowe moote yow byght, 

Your byl clothyd thirke and on clene, 
A froward velym upon to wryt, 

Whan she hath on hire hood of grene. 

Now fareweel fayr and fressh so cleer I 
For whoom I may noo mone take, 

Thowh I se yow not of alle this yeere, 
I can not moorne for your sake. 
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Tyl every foul chesyth hys make, 

And the nytynggale that syngeth so sheen, 

And that the cokkow me awake, 
To looke upon your hood of green. 



A PRAYER TO ST. LEONARD, MADE AT YORK. 

[From MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 114.] 

Reste and refuge to folk disconsolate 

Fadir of pite and consolacioun, 
Callyd recoumfort to folk desolat, 

Sovereyn socour in tribulacioun, 
Vertuous visitour to folkys in prisoun, 

Blissid Leonard I graunt of thy goodnesse, 
To pray Jhesu with hool affectioun, 

To save thy servauntis fro myscheef and distresse. 

Remembre on hem that lyn in cheynes bounde. 

On folk exiled ferre from ther centre, 
On swych as lyn with many grevous wounde 

Fetryd in prisoun and have no liberte ; 
Forgete hem nouhte that pleyne in poverte. 

For thrust and hungir constreyned with siknesse ; 
Fray to Jhesu of merciful pite. 

To save alle tho that calle the in distresse. 

Lat thy prayeer and thy grace availle, 
To alle tho that calle the in ther neede. 

And specially to women that travaille. 
To ache of boonys and goutys that do spreede ; 
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Helpe staunche veynes which cesse nat to bleede, 
Help feverous folk that tremble in ther accesse, 

And have in mynde of mercy and tak heede. 
To pray for alle that calle the in distresse. 

Sobre and appeese suche folk as falle in furye, 

To trist and hevy do mytigacioun, 
Suche as be pensyff make hem glad and murye, 

Distrauhte in thouhte refourme hem to resoun ; 
Releeve the porail fro fals oppressioun 

Of tyrannye, and extort brotilnesse. 
Take hem of mercy in thy proteccioun. 

And save thy servauntis fro myscheef and distresse. 

Thes signes groundid on parfite charite, 

In thy persone encresyng ay by grace, 
O glorious Leonard I pray Jhesu on thy kne, 

For thy servauntis resortyng to this place, 
That they may have leyseer, tyme, and space, 

Al cold surfetys to refourme and redresse, 
Hosyl and shriffle, or they hens pace, 

With the to regne in eternal gladnesse. 

Merciful Leonard I gracious and benigne ! 
Shew to thy servauntis som palpable sygne, 
Passyng this vale of wordly wrecehydnesse. 
With the to regne in eternal gladnesse, 
Ther to be fed with celestial manna, 
Wher angelis ar wont to syngen Osanna I 
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THE DESERTS OF THEEVISH MILLERS AND 

BAKERS. 

Xhese curious stanzas are taken from MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 157 ; 
but the ditty is unfortunately imperfect at the commencement. 
Sir Harris Nicolas has printed them at the end of his ** Chronicle 
of London." 



Put out his hed lyst nat for to dare. 

But lyk a man upon that tour to abyde. 
For cast of eggys wil not oonys spare, 

Tyl he be quaylled, body, bak, and syde ; 
His heed endooryd, and of verray pryde, 

Put out his armys, shewith abrood his face, 
The fenestrallys be made for hym so wyde, 

Clemyth to been a capteyn of that place. 

The bastyle longith of verray dewe ryght, — 

To fals bakery s it is trewe herytage, 
Severelle to them, this knoweth every wyght. 

Be kynde assyngned for ther sittyng stage, 
Wheer they may freely shewe out ther visage, 

Whan they take oonys there possessioun, 
Owthir in youthe, or in myddyl age ; 

Men doon hem wrong, yif they take hym doun. 

Let mellerys and bakerys gadre hem a glide. 

And alle of assent make a fraternite, 
Undir the pillory a litil chapelle bylde. 

The place amorteyse, and purchase liberte ; 
For alle thoo that of ther noumbre be. 

What evir it coost aftir that they wende. 
They may cleyme be just auctorite. 

Upon that bastile to make an ende. 
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MEASURE IS TREASURE. 

[From MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 143.146.J 

Men wryte of oold how mesour is tresour, 

And of al grace ground moost principalle, 
Of vertuous lyfe suppoort and eek favour, 

Mesour conveyeth and governith alle, — 
Trewe examplayr and orygynalle, 

To estaatys of hyhe and lowe degree, 
In ther dewe ordre, for, in especialle, 

Alle tbyng is weel so it in mesure be. 

Mesure is roote of al good policye, 

Sustir-germayn unto discrecioun, 
Of poopys, prelatys, it beryth up the partye, 

Them to conduce in hyhe perfeccioun. 
To leve in prey our and in devocioun, 

Yeve good exaumple of pees and unite, 
That al ther werkys, for shoort conclusioun, 

With trewe mesure may commendid be. 

Al theyr doctryne, nor alle ther hoolynesse, 

Kunnyng, language, wisdam, nor science, 
Studye on bookys, in prechyng besynesse, 

Almesse dede, fastyng, nor abstinence ; 
Clothe the nakyd with cost and dispence, 

Rekne alle these vertues, compassioun, and pite> 
Avayllith nought, pleynly in sentence. 

But there be mesure and parfight charite. 
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Myghty emperours, noble wourthy kynges, 

Pryncis, dukys, erlys, and barounnys, 
Ther greet conquestys, ther surquedous rydynges, 

But ther be mesure in ther condicyounnys, 
That attemperaunce conveye tlier renownys, 

Rekne up the noblesse of every conquerour, 
What availlith al ther processiounnys, 

But ther ende conclude in just mesure. 

Kyng Alisaundre, that gat al myddyl erthe^ 

Affryk, Asye, Europe, and eek Ynde, 
And slowh Forms with his dreedful swerde, 

Yit in his conquest mesure was set behynde; 
For which, ye lordys, lefit up yoer eyen blynde I 

The stoon of paradys was fyn of his labour. 
In al his conquest, have ye wel in mynde. 

Was sett ferre bak for lak of just mesure. 

Knyghthood in Grece and Troye the cite 

Took hys principlys, and next in Rome toun, 
And in Cartage, a famous greet cuntre, 

Recoord of Hannybal and wourthy Scipioun ; 
The greete debaatys and the divisioun 

Among these kyngdaunnys by marcial labour, 
Fynal cause of ther destruccioun, 

W^as fawte of vertu and lakkyng of mesure. 

To knyghthood longith the chirche to suppoorte, 
Wydewys, and may deny s, and poore folke to diffende, 

Men in ther ryght knyghtly to recoumfoorte, 
To comoun profight nyght and day entende, 
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MEASURE IS TREASURE. 

[From MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 143.146.J 

Men wryte of oold how mesour is tresour, 

And of al grace ground moost principalle, 
Of vertuous lyfe suppoort and eek favour, 

Mesour conveyeth and governith alle, — 
Trewe examplayr and orygynalle, 

To estaatys of hyhe and lowe degree, 
In ther dewe ordre, for, in especialle, 

Alle tbyng is weel so it in mesure be. 

Mesure is roote of al good policye, 

Sustir-germayn unto discrecioun. 
Of poopys, prelatys, it beryth up the partye, 

Them to conduce in hyhe perfeccioun. 
To leve in preyour and in devocioun, 

Yeve good exaumple of pees and unite, 
That al ther werkys, for shoort conclusioun, 

With trewe mesure may commendid be. 

Al theyr doctryne, nor alle ther hoolynesse, 

Kunnyng, language, wisdam, nor science. 
Study e on bookys, in prechyng besynesse, 

Almesse dede, fastyng, nor abstinence; 
Clothe the nakyd with cost and dispence, 

Rekne alle these vertues^ compassioun, and pite> 
Avayllith nought, pleynly in sentence^ 

But there be mesure and parfight charite. 
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Myghty emperours, noble wourthy kynges, 

Pryncis^ dukys> erlys, and barounnys, 
Ther greet conquestys, ther surquedous rydynges, 

But ther be mesure in ther condicyounnys, 
That attemperaunce conveye tlier renownys, 

Rekne up the noblesse of every eonquerour, 
What availlith al ther processiounnys, 

But ther ende conclude in just mesure. 

Kyng Alisaundre, that gat al myddyl erthe^ 

Affryk, Asye, Europe, and eek Ynde, 
And slowh Porrus with his dreedful swerde, 

Yit in his conquest mesure was set behynde; 
For which, ye lordys, lefit up yoer eyen blynde I 

The stoon of paradys was fyn of his labour. 
In al his conquest, have ye wel in mynde. 

Was sett ferre bak for lak of just mesure. 

Enyghthood in Grece and Troye the cite 

Took hys principlys, and next in Rome toun, 
And in Cartage, a famous greet cuntre, 

Recoord of Hannybal and wourthy Scipioun ; 
1?he greete debaatys and the divisioun 

Among these kyngdaunnys by marcial labour, 
Pynal cause of ther destruccioun, 

\Vas fawte of vertu and lakkyng of mesure. 

To knyghthood longith the chirche to suppoorte, 
Wydewys, and maydenys, and poore folke to diffende, 

iVf en in ther ryght knyghtly to recoumfoorte, 
To comoun profight nyght and day entende, 
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Ther lyff the good manly to dispende, 

To punysshe extorciouu, raveyne, and eche robbour, 
And brynge alle unto correccioun, 

That be froward unto the just mesour. 

Trewe juges and sergeauntis of the lawe, 

For hate or frenshippe they shal ther doomys dresse, 
Withoute excepcioun, and ther band withdrawe, 

Fro meede and yifites alle surfFetys to represse ; 
Holde trouthe and sustene rightwisnesse, 

Mercy preferre alwey to-for rigour, 
That fals for-sweryng have there noon interesse, 

For lak of trouthe and lak of just mesour. 

So egally ther doomys to avaunce, 

Of God and trouthe alwey to takyn hede. 
And Cambises to have in remembraunee. 

That was slayn because that he took meede 
Of poore folk, the causys they shalle speede, 

To moordre nor thefite they shal doo no favour, 
In al ther doomys of conscience to dreede, 

That right goo not bak, equyte, nor mesour. 

Meyris> sherevys, aldirmen, cunstablys, 

Which that governe bourghes and citees, 
Kepith your fraunchise and statutys profitablys, 

That moost avaylle may to the comountees ; 
In no wise lese nought your libertees, 

Accorde eche man with his trewe neyhbour, 
As ye ar bounde to hihe and lowhe degrees^ 

That peys and wheyghte be kept, and just mesour. 
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Among yoursilf sufire noon extorcioun, 

Let no wrong be doo unto the poraylle, 
On the£fte and manslaughte doo execucioun, 

Beth weel provided for stuflf and for vitaylle ; 
Let no devisioun, Salamon doth counsaylle, 

Withinne yoursilf hold no secour ; 
And for a tresour which greetly may avaylle. 

Among alle thyng kepe peys and just mesour. 

Famous marchauntys^ that ferre cuntrees ryde, 

With al ther greete rychesse and wynnynges, 
And artificerys, that at horn abyde, 

So ferre castyng in many sundry thynges^ 
And been expert in wondirful konnyngges, 

Of dy vers erafitys t'avoyden al errour ; 
What may avaylle al your ymagynynges, 

Withoute proporciouns of weyghte and just mesour ? 

Reken up hesyk with alle ther lectuaryes, 

Grocerys, mereerys, with ther greet habundaunce. 
Expert surgeyns, prudent potecaryes. 

And alle ther weyghtes peysed in ballaunce> 
Masouns, carpenterys, of Yngelond and of Fraunce, 

Bakerys, browsterys, vyntenerys, with fressh lycour, 
Alle set at nought to rekne in substaunce, 

Yiff peys or weyghte doo lakke, or just mesour. 

Ploughmen, carterys, with othir laborerys^ 
Dichers^ delverys, that greet travaylle endure, 

Which bern up alle, and have doon many yeerys. 
The staatis alle set here in portrature. 
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On Goddys wylle and also by nature, 
Alle oon ymage divers in ther degree, 

Shulde be alle oon by recoord of Scripture, 
Be large mesour of parfight chary te. 

Fro yeer to yeer th'experience is seyn, 

Ne were the plough no staat myght endure. 
The large feeldys shulde be bareyn, 

No corn up growe nor greyn in his verdure, 
Man to suppoorte, nor beeste in his nature. 

For which we shulde of trouthe for our socour 
Wourshippe the plough, sithe every creature 

Hath of the ploughman his lyffloode be mesour. 

So as the shepperde wacchith upon ther sheep. 

The hoote somyr, the coold wynterys nyght. 
Spiritual heerdys shulde take keep 

In Crystes foold, with al ther ful myght. 
By vertuous doctryne as they ar holde of ryght, 

To save ther sogettys fro wolvys felle rygour, 
That heretikys quenche nat the lyght 

Of Crystes feith nor of just mesour. 

Heerdys with sheep shul walke in good pasture. 

And toward nyght sewrly sette a foolde, 
Of Isaak and Jacob a ful pleyn figure. 

That wer shepperdys whyloom be dayes oolde 
Which lyk prelatys and bysshoppes as I toolde, 

Th'estaatys here sett in charyte shal governe, 
Bv good exaumple in heete and froostys coolde, 

That ryght and mesure shal holde up the lanterne. 
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Strong as Hercules of maDhood and of myght, 

I am set here to stondjrn at dyffence, 
Wrong to represse, and to suppoorte rgyht. 

With this burdoun of sturdy violence ; 
But unto alle that wyl doo reverence. 

To alle the staatys sett here in portrature, 
I shall to hem make no resistence, 

That be govemyd justly be mesure. 

Among boarys, beerys, and leounnnys, 

Myn office is to walke in wyldirnesse. 
Rente a-nyght in cavys and dongeounnys, 

Tyl Phebus shewe a-morwen his bryghtnesse; 
Now stonde I here to kepe in sekirnesse 

This hows in sewyrte with al my besy cure, 
To letyn in folk that of gentilnesse 

Lyst hem governe justly be measure. 



BALLAD ON PRESENTING AN EAGLE TO THE 

KING AND QUEEN ON THE DAY OF 

THEIR MARRIAGE. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 275.] 

This hardy fowle, this bridde victorious, 

This stately fowle most imperial, 

Of his nature fiers and corageous, 

Callid in Scripture the fowle celestial. 

This yeeris day to youre estate royal 

Lowly presentith, to encrese of youre glorye, 

Honour and knyghthod 1 conquest and victorye I 
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This statly bridde dothe ful highe sore, 
Percyng the beames of the highe sonne, 
And of his kynde excellithe evermore. 
In soryng up above the skynnes donne ; 
And for this bridde hath the crowne wonne, 
Above briddes alle, presentithe to your glorye, 
Honour of knyghthode I conquest and victory I 

This fowle is sacred unto Jupiter, 

The lord of briddis in the highe heven, 

Wele willyng planete beholdyng from so ferre, 

Above the paleys of the sterris seven, 

Alle constellaciouns that any man can neven, 

This same fowle presentithe to youre glorie, 

Honour of knyghthode I conquest and victorye ! 

This is the fowle, as clerkis telle can, 
Whiche leete downe falle in the nativyte 
Of Crist Jhesu unto Octovyan 
The grene olyve of pees and unite ; 
Whan the high lord toke oure humanyte, 
This royal egle sendithe to youre glorye 
Honour of knyghthode ! conquest and victorye ! 

This is the fowle whiche Ezechiel, 
In his avisioun, saugh ful yoore agon. 
He saugh foure bestis tornyng on a whele, 
Amonges whiche this royal bridde was oon, 
Callid in Scripture th* Evangelist seynt John, 
This yeeris day presentyng to youre glorye 
Honour of knyghthode I conquest and victorye ! 
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This royal bridde roost persaunt of hir sight, [sheed^, 
AgeyD Phebus streames roost shynyng, fresshe, and 
Blenchithe never for al the cliere light ; 
Presentith also unto the noble qwene. 
That sittith now here ful gracious unto seene, 
This yeeris day downe from that hevenly see, 
Helthe and welfare, joy and prosperite I 

This fowle also, by title of hir nature, 

Of fowles alle is qwene and emperesse, 

Flyeth hiest and longest may endure, 

Batyng hir wynges witheoute werynesse ; 

To Junoes eastel in heven a grete goddesse, 

Sendith to you, pryncesse, her sittyng in youre see, 

Helthe and welfare, joy and prosperite I 

He sendithe also unto youre noblesse. 

Of al vertues fulsom habundaunee, 

Fredam, bounte, honour, and gentillesse, 

Whiche we the meane by gracious allyaunce 

To sette in pees England and Fraunce, 

To whos hyghnesse downe from the hevenly see, 

Helthe and welfare and prosperite. 

This bridde in armes of emperours is born, 
Whiche in the tyme of Cesar Julius, 
In Rome apperyng, whan Crist Jhesu was born 
Of a mayde most clene and vertuous ; 
Wherfore, O pryncesse I happy and gracious. 
To yow presen tithe this egle, as he dothe flee, 
Helthe and welfare, joy and prosperite I 
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This fowle withe briddes hathe hold his parlemeDt, 

Where as the lady whiche is callid Nature 

Satte in hir see liche a president^ 

And al ichon they dide hir besy cure, 

To sende to yow goode happe, goode aventure, 

Al youre desires accomplisshed for to be^ 

Helthe and welfare, joye and prosperite I 

Most noble prince ! whiche, in especial, 
Excelle al other, as maked is memory. 
This day be gyf unto youre estate royal. 
As I sayd erst, honour, conquest, victory, 
Liche as this egle hath presented to youre glorye. 
And to yow princesse he wil also ther be 
Helthe and welfare, joye and prosperyte. 



THE TRIUMPH OF VIRTUE. 

[From MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 12-14. Other copies are in MS. 
Rawl. Oxon. C. 86, and MS. Bib. Coll. Jes. Cantab, a T. 8.] 

LET MEN VERTU LEERE. 

As of hony men gadren out swetnesse. 

Of wyn and spices is maad good ypocras, 
Fro silver wellys that boyle up with fresshenesse 

Cometh cristal watir rennyng a gret pas ; 
So as Phebus perceth thoruhe the glas. 

With brihte beemys, shynyng in his speere, 
Byforn our dayes this proverb provid was, — 

Of prudent folk men may vertu leere. 
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Quyk lusty sprynges, that boile up in the welle, 

Do gret refresshyng and coumfort to the sihte, 
Mong holsom herbys in vertu that excelle. 

What folwith aftir makith hertis glad and lihte ; 
Good haire a morwe aftir the dirke nyhte, 

Passyng holsom al sesouns of the yeere, 
Concludyng thus of verray trouthe and rihte, — 

Wo sueth vertu, vertn he shal leere. 

Frut fet fro fer tarageth of the tre, 

Wyn takith his pris of the holsom vyne> 
Of puryd flour maad holsom breed parde, 

As clerkys wyse is holsom the doctryne ; 
The wyntres nyhte is glad whan sterrys shyne, 

Somer toward whan buddys first appeere, 
And the May-dewhe round lik perlys fyne, — 

Who sueth vertu, vertu he shal leere. 

Eche thyng of kynde drawith to his nature, 

Som to profite in wysdam and science, 
Som also to studyen in Scripture, 

A fool is dullyd of slouth and necligence ; 
Konnyng conqueryd with long experyence, 

Which noble tresour may nat be bouhte to deere, 
And who that doth his enteer dilligence, — 

Vertu to sewe, vertu he shal leere. 

A yong braunche wol soone wexe wrong, 
Dispoosyd of kynde for to been a crook. 

The ffyr of nature wyl growe up rihte and long, 
Hoot fir and smoke makith many an angry cook ; 
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The fisshe for belt goth to the angil hook, 
The larke with song is Phebus massageer, 

A thryvyng seoler rihte eerly to his book, — 
Who sewith vertu, vertu he shal leere. 

Off rethoryeiens men lerne fresshe language, 

Of hooly seyntes proeedith parfitnesse, 
Of furyon folk debate and gret outrage, 

Of marcial pryncis vertuous hihe noblesse. 
Of wise wisdam, of gentil gentillesse ; 

For lyk hymsilf kynd wyl ay appeare, 
A cherl of nature wil brayde on rewdnesse, — 

Who seweth vertu, vertu he shal leere. 

Lusty hertys in gladnesse them delite. 

Set al ther study on oecupacioun. 
In joye and myrthe, rihte as an ypocrite 

Rejoysitb hymsylf in symylacioun ; 
And bakbiteres in fals detractioun. 

To hurt wers than boymbyl, busk, or breere. 
Contrary to vertu of eondicioun, — 

Who sueth vertu, vertu he shal leere. 

Off knyhtis knyhthood expert in pees and werre ; 

Marchauntys by travayle gadre greet ricbesse ; 
Be nedle and stoon and by the lood-sterre, 

Maryneres ay ther cours they dresse ; 
And massageres with watche and gret swiftnesse, 

T* expleyte the journe al tymes of the yeere, 
Ther grettest foo is slouthe and ydilnesse, — 

To alle tho that vertu list to leere. 
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Love hooly chirche, do therto reverence, 

Do DO man wrong, tnayntene ribtewisnesse ; 
Thouhe thu be strong, do no violence, 

Specially no poore-man oppresse ; 
Witb glad berte parte thyn almesse ; 

In'prosperite be nat to proud of cbeere ; 
In adversite be pacient with meeknesse ; 

Sewe aftir vertu, and vertu tbu sbalt leere. 

Toucbyng also tbyn occupacioun, 

Departe thy tyme prudently on thre, 
First in prayer and in orison, 

Travayl among is profitable to the ; 
Reede in bookys of antiquyte, 

Of oold stooryes be glad good thyng to heere. 
And it shal tourne to gret comodite, — 

Sewe aftir vertu, and vertu thu shalt leere» 

Be no sloggard, fle from ydilnesse ; 

Connyng conquer by vertuous dilligence ; 
Slouthe of vices is cheef porteresse. 

And a step-moodir to wysdam and science ; 
Labour cheef guyde to profit in prudence, 

With vertuous lyff take heed of this mateere, 
Withdrawe thyn hand from froward necligence ; 

Sewe aftir vertu, and vertu thu shalt leere. 

Sith thu were wrouhte to be celestial, 

Lat reson brydle thy sensualite> 
Geyn froward lustys flesshly and bestial, 

Ageyn al wordly disordinat vanyte ; 
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With fortunys fak mutabilite, 

Pejsed how short tyme thu shalt abydeo heere, 
Pray Crist Jhesu, of mercy and pitee. 

Or thu parle hens, vertu so to leere. 

With tyme and space and goostly remembrauuce> 

Of oold surfetys to have contricioun, 
Shrifit, and hosyl, ad>i hooly repentaunce, 

With a cleer mynde of Crystes passioun. 
His V. woundys and blood that raileth doun, 

Upon the cros he bouhte the so deere, 
Cleyme of his mercy to have possessioun, 

With hym to dwelle above the sterrys cleere. 



A LOVER^S COMPLAINT. 

[From MS. Harl. 2251, fol. 276.] 

Allas I I woful creature, 

Lyveng betwene hope and drede. 
How myght I the woo endure, 

In tendrenesse of wommanheede ? 
In languor ay my lyf to \eede. 

And sette myn hert in suche a plaee, 
Wher as I, be lykiehede. 

Am ever unlyke to stonde in grace. 

There is so grete a difference 

Twene his manhede and my symplesse, 
That daungier by grete violence 

Hath me brought in grete distresse ; 
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And yit in verray sikernesse, 

Thoughe my desire I never atteyne, 

Yit without doublenesse 

To love hym best I shal nat feyne. 

For whan we were tendre of yeeris, 

Flouring both in oure chieldheede. 
We sette to nothyng oure desires, 

Sauf to pley, and toke none heede : 
And gadred flowris in the meede, 

Of yowth this was oure most plesaunce, 
And love tho gaf me for my mede 

A knot in hert of remembraunce. 

Whiche that never may be unbounde, 

It is so stidefast and so triewe, 
For alwey oon I wil be founde, 

His womman^ and chaunge for no newe I 
Wolde God the sothe that he knewe, 

How oft I sighe for his sake, 
And he me list nat oonys rewe, 

Ne gy vithe no force, what ivel I make. 

His port, his chiere, and his fygure, 

Bien ever present in my sighte, 
In whos absence eeke I ensure, 

I can never be glad ne light: 
For he is my chosen knyght, 

Thoughe it to hym ne be nat kowthe, 
And so hathe he ben bothe day and nyght, 

Triewly fro my tendre yowthe. 
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Emprinted in myn inward ihoughte, 

And alwey shal til that I dye, 
Out of myn hert he partith nought, 

Ne never shal, I dare well sey ; 
His love so sore me dothe werrey> 

God graunt it toume for the best I 
For I shal never, I dare well sey, 

Without hb love lyve in rest 

A trowthe in tendre age goune, 

Of love withe longe perseveraunce, 
In my persone so sore is roune. 

That ther may be no variaunce ; 
For al myn hertis sufiisaunee 

Is, whether that I wake or wynke. 
To have holy my remembraunce 

On his persone, so mochil I thynk I 



A DITTY UPON IMPROVEMENT. 

[From MS. Cotton. Calig. A. ij., fol. 65."] 

FOR THE BETTER ABYDE. 

I SEE a rybaun ryche and newe, 

Wythe stones and perles ryally pyghte, 

Regalles, rubies, saffyres blewe. 

The grownde was alle of brent golde bryghte ; 
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Wythe dyamandes fuUe derely dyghte, 

Ryche saladynez sette on every syde, 
Wheron was wrytyn a resoun fuUe ryghte, 

And alle was *for the better abyde/ 

Uppoun that resoun I studyed that tyde» 

And ther to toke I good entent. 
How kynde wytte setteth sorow besyde, 

Wythe eche a moun ther he ys lent; 
Good suffraunce ys fulle syldene schent, 

Whene weyle and woo a way schun glyde, 
Hasty mene often tymes harmes hent, 

Whene they were better to abyde. 

I have harde sungun with a harpe^ 

That haste mene sholde wante no woo« 
They koun notte shylde hem fro showres scharpe, 

Nayther kene here freende from here foo ; 
Sume mene seys that hyt ys soo, 

Who so kone suflTer heyle and hyde, 
May have hys wylle ofte tyme y-doo, 

And he wylle for the better abyde. 

He that wylle not drede no schame, 

Ys putte owte of mone and oneste place, 
Lette nevere thy tonge defowele thy name, 

But be kynde and trewe in every case ; 
And pray to God to gyffe the grace. 

In londe wheres'ere thow goo or ryde, 
Alle wyked werdes away to chase, 

And ever more for the better abyde. 
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And thy luffe be yn a place. 

Have hyt in mynde and holde the stylle, 
A foles bolt ys sone schote in cace» 

Whoo spekethe mykylle sum he most spy He ; 
Lette never thy luffe be on an hylle, 

Rere thy councelFe at the crosse be cryde, 
Lette but fewe mene wytte thy wylle. 

And ever more for the better abyde. 

For the best thou holde the stylle. 

And for the better thy speche thou spende, 
Thoughe thou have not to day thy wylle, 

Thy wylle to morowe God may the sende ; 
Grucche not agayne hym, y dedefende. 

Fore poverte or sekenes in any tyde, 
Godde wylle soe tyme and hyt amende, 

And ever more for the better abyde. 

I have wyste mene in prysoun be caste, 

And lyve therin sex yere or sevene. 
And jyt be holpen owte at the laste. 

For ofte mene at un sette stevene ; 
Wythe freend and foo God makes evene, 

That for us suffered woundes wyde, 
And brynge us to the blysse of hevene, 

For the better ther evere to abyde I 
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THANK GOD FOR ALL THINGS. 

[From MS. Cotton. Calig. A. ij. fol. 66,^ 

THONKE GOD OF ALLE. 

By a wey wandryng as y wente, 

Welle sore I sorowede, for sykyng sad. 
Of harde happes that I hadde hent, 

Morayng me made almost mad, 
Tylle a lettre alle one me lad, 

That welle was wrytyn on a walle, 
A blysfulle word that on I rad, 

That alwey seyde " thonke God of alle," 

And 3yt I rad fordermore, 

Fulle good entent I toke ther tylle, 
Cryst may welle your state restore, 

Now3t ys to stry ve agayns his wylle ; 
He may us spare and also spylle, 

Thenk ryjth welle we ben his thralle. 
What sorow we soffre, lowde or stylle, 

Alway thonk God of alle I 

They thou be bothe blynd and lame, 

Or ony sekenesse be on the sette, 
Thou thenke ry3t wejle hit ys no shame, 

The grace of God hit hath the gret ; 
In sorow or care thowj 3e be knyt. 

And worldes wele be fro the falle, 
I kan not say thou myst do bet, 

Bot alwey thonk God of alle. 
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They thou welde this worlds good, 

And ryally lede thy lyf in reste, 
Welle I shape of bon and blod, 

Noone the lyke by est ny west; 
Thenk God the sent as hym lest, 

Rychesse torneth as a balle, 
In alle maner hit ys the best 

Alwey to thonke God of alle. 

3yf thy good bygynnyth to passe. 

And thou wexe a pore mon, 
Take good comfort and here good face, 

And thenk on hym that al good wan ; 
Crist hymself for sothe bygan, 

He may rene bothe bowre and halle. 
No better counseyl I ne kan, 

Bote alwey thonke God of alle. 

Thenk on Job that was so ryche. 

He wax pore fro day to day, 
His bestys dyeden in yche dyche, 

His katelle wanshed alle away ; 
He was put in pore aray, 

Nother in purpure, nother in palle, 
But in sympul wede, as clerkes say. 

And alwey he thonked God of alle. 

For Cristes love so do wee. 

He may bothe 3yve and take, 
In what mysehef that we in be. 

He ys my3ty y-now3 oure sorow to slake; 
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Fulle good amendes he wolle us make, 

And we to hym crye or calle, 
What gref or woo that do the thralle, 

jyt alwey thonke God of alle. 

They thou be in pryson cast, 

Or any destresse men do the bede. 
For Crystes love 3yt be stedfast, 

And ever have mynde on thy crede ; 
Thenk he faylethe us never at nede. 

The dereworth duke that deme us shalle, 
Whan thou art sory, thereof take hede. 

And alwey thonke God of alle. 

They thy frendes fro the fayle, 

And deth by rene hend here lyf, 
Why sholdest thou thanne wepe or wayle, 

Hit ys nowjt agayn God to stryve ; 
Hymself maked bothe man and wyf> 

To his blysse he brynge us alle> 
How ever thou thole ore thryfe, 

Alwey thonk God of alle. 

What dyvers sonde that God the sende, 

Here or in any other place, 
Take hit with good entente. 

The sonnere God wolle send his grace ; 
Thow3 thy body be brow3t fulle bas, 

Lat not thy hert a-down falle. 
But thenk that God ys ther he was. 

And alwey thonk God of alle. 
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They thy neyjbour have worlde at wylle, 

And thou farest not so welle as he^ 
Be not so madde to thyhlce hym ylle, 

For his whelthe envous to be ; 
The kyng of heven hymsylf can se, 

Hoo takes his. sonde gret ore smalle^ 
Thus eche mon in his degre, 

I rede thonke God of alle. 

For Cristes love be not so wylde, 

But rewle the by resoun within and withowte. 
And take in good herte and mynde 

The sonde that God sent al abowte ; 
Than dare I say withowtyn dowte. 

That in heven ys made thy stalle, 
Ryehe and pore that lowe wylle lowte, 

Alway thonk God of alle I 



MAKE AMENDES. 

[From MS. Cotton. Calig. A. ij. fol. 67.] 

By a wylde wodes syde 

As [ walked myself alone, 
A blysse of bryddes me bad abyde, 

For cause there song mo then one ; 
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Among thes bryddes everych one. 

Full gret hede y gan take, 
How he gon syng with rewfully mone, 

." Mon, y rede the, amendes make." 

" Make amende trewely ;" 

Than song that bryd with federes gray, 
In myne hert fuUe woo was y, 

Whan "make amendes" he gan to say ; 
I stode and studyede alle that day, 

Thes word made me alle ny3th to wake. 
Than fond I by good schyle, in fay, 

Why he sede ** amendes make." 

The furst schyle that y gan fynde. 

As hit semed in my wytte, 
Oo thynk ther ys that cometh of kynde. 

That every man shalle have a pytte. 
When top or to of the ys knytte. 

The world I well fro the ys shake, 
Avyse the welle ere thou be dutt, 

And fond ere thou go amendes to make. 

The secounde schyle ys that thou shalle dye, 

Bote 3yt what tyme thou woste never. 
For 3yt thou wistest sykurly, 

Thou woldest fle thy deth for fere. 
Thy laste bowr shalle be a bere, 

3yf that thy frendes mowe the take, 
Owt take thy pytte as I sayde ere, 

And therfore fond amendes make. 
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The thrydde schyle shalle do the wo, 

3yf thou thenke theron, y-wys, 
For whan thy lyf shalle the fro, 

Thou ny woste whether to ball or blys ; 
I fynde do clerke can telle me thys, 

Therfore my wo bygynnythe to wake, 
Whan thou thenkest to do amys, 

I rede the ^'amendes make/' 

They thou be kyng and crowne here. 

And all the world stond at thy wylle, 
Thou shalle be pore as thou were ere. 

This mayst thou knowe be propur schyle; 
Owt take a shete the with to hell. 

To kever in the fro shames sake ; 
Repente ye, mon, thou hast do ylle. 

And fonde to amendes make. 

When thou art fryke and in thy flowres, 

Thou werest purpure, perreye, ore palle, 
In churche at matyns ny at owrus. 

Thou kepest not come withinne the walle ; 
For ther thy savour ys fulle smalle. 

This wyldernesse the gan awake, 
Bote in on day thou shallt lese alle, 

Therfore fonde amendes to make. 

A sample we mow se al day, 
That God sent amonges us alle, 

To day thaw} thou be stowt add gay, 
A-raorow thou lyyst by the walle ; 
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Mercy then to crye ore calle, 

Hit ys to late, thy leve ys take : 
Therefore thou mon, are that thou talle, 

I rede the amendes make. 

3yf thou have don a dedly synne, 

Where thorow thy sowle may be shent, 
AUe the 3ere thou wylt lye therinne, 

And 3ome ther ontylle hit be lent ; 
Then a frere woUt thou hent, 

And fore shame thy parysh prest forsake, 
Of suche dedes verrement, 

I rede the amendes make. 

I rede the mon bere the evene, 

Whether thou be lord, serjaunt, ore may re, 
For ofte men meten at un set steven, 

Covey te thou no pore mon to payre ; 
This worlde ys but a chyrye feyre. 

Whan 3e be heyest 3e mowe aslake, 
To day thou art lord, to morow thyne eyre. 

And therfore fond amendes make. 

They thou be rychere mon then he, 

Whylle thou ly vest here on erthe, 
God made hym as welle as the, 

And bou3t alle y-lyche dere; 
They he be not thy worldes pere. 

Do hym no wrong fore synnes sake. 
To nou3t shalle turne thy prowde chere. 

And therfor fond amendes make. 
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God that was of Mary bore. 

And deth suffred on rode tre, 
Lette us never by fore lore, 

Jhesu, 3yf thy wylle be ; 
Comely queue, that art so fre. 

Pray thy sone fore oure sake. 
In heven a sy3th of 30U to se, 

And here to amendes make. Amen. 



LYDGATE^S TESTAMENT. 

The biographical importance of the following poem was first 
noticed by Mr. Collier, in his " Catalogue of the Library at 
Bridgewater House." It was printed by Pynson, in a tract now 
extremely rare, of twelve leaves, and of which the only copies 
known are at Cambridge, Bridgewater House, and the British 
Museum. Our text is from MS. Harl. 2255, fol. 47-66. Other 
copies are in MS. Harl. 218 ; MS. Coll. Jes. Cantab. Q. F. S, &c. 



TESTAMENTUM JOHANNIS LID6ATE NOBILIS POETE. 

O HOW holsom and glad is the memory e 

Of Crist Jhesu I surmountyng al swetnesse, 
Name of conquest, of tryumphe, and victorye, 

Th' assaut of Sathan to venquysshen and oppresse I 
To which name Seyn Poule berith witnesse. 

Of hevene, and erthe, and infernal pooste, 
Alle creaturys of rihte and dewe humblesse, 

And of hool herte, bowe shal there kne I 
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No soDg so swete unto the audience 

As is Jhesus, now so ful of plesaunce« 
Ageyn al enmyes sheeld, pavys, and diffence> 

To hevy hertys cheef comfort in substaunce I 
Of goostly gladnesse moost sovereyn suffisaunce, 

Cheef directory e to hevene-ward the cite. 
Gladdest resoort of spiritual remembraunce, 

To whom al creaturys bowe shal ther kne I 

To alle folkys that stonden in repentaunce, 

With hert contryt maad ther confessioun, 
Of wyl and thouhte accomplysshed ther penaunce> 

And to ther poweer doon satisfactioun ; 
That cleyme be mene of Cristis passioun, 

Markyd with Tau. T. for moor suerte, 
To them Jhesu shall graunt ful pardoun, 

To axe hym mercy whan they knele on ther kne. 

In this name moost sovereyn of vertu, 

Stant hool our hoope and al our assuraunce^ 
For wher that evir namyd is Jhesu, 

Geyn gostly trouble men fynden allegeaunce ; 
Who trustith in Jhesu may feele no grevaunce, 

Which from al thraldam brouht us to liberte. 
Out of al servage he made an acquytaunce. 

To alle that knele to Jhesu on ther kne. 

In amerous hertys brennyng of kyndenesse, 

This name of Jhesu moost profoundly doth myne, 

Martir Ignacius can bern heerof witnesse, 
Amid whoos herte, by grace which is divyne, 
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With aureat lettrys^ as gold that did shyoe, 
His herte was grave^ men may his legende se^ 

To teche al Cristene ther heedys to enclyne 
To blissed Jhesu, and bowe adoun ther kne. 

Thb is the name that chaceth away the clips 

Of foreyn dirkenesse, as clerkys determyne, 
By John remembryd, in th' Apocalips, 

How liche a lamb his heed he did enclyne ; 
Whos blood doun ran rihte as any lyne, 

To wasshe the orduris of our iniquite, 
Medlyd with watir cleer and cristallyne, 

Which from his herte doun railed by his kne. 

By blood Jhesus made our redempcioun, 

With watir of baptym fro felthe wessh us cleene, 
And from his herte too licours there ran doun. 

On Calvary the trouthe was wel seene. 
Whan Longius with a spere keene 

Percyd his herte upon the roode [tre] ; 
O man unkynde ! thynk what this doth meene, 

And on to Jhesu bowe adoun thy kne. 

Ther is no speche nor language can remembre, 

Lettir, sillable, nor wore that may expresse, 
Thouh in too tungys were tumyd every membre, 

Of man to telle th* excellent noblesse 
Of blessid Jhesu, which, of his gret meeknesse, 

List suflre deth to make his servaunt fre ; 
Now merciful Jhesu, £ot lYi^TvVv\\vfe ^QQA»ee»%e., 

Have mercy on aWe t\vat >aowfe \» \Jkv^ VJcvet >6Sife\ 
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The prince was slayn, the servaunt went at large, 

And to delyver his soget fro prisoun, 
The lord took on hym for to here the charge, 

To quyte mankynde by obligacioun ; 
Seelyd with fyve woundys he payed our raunsoum, 

Man to restoore to paradys, his cite. 
Is man nat bounde — I axe this questioun — 

To blissed Jhesu for to bowe his kne ? 

Six hundryd tyme with sixty toold by noumbre, 

In Poulys pistlys Jhesu men may reede, 
Multitude of feendys to encombre, 

To paye our raunsoum his blood he did sheede ; 
Nat a smal part, but al he did out bleede. 

For Adamys appyl plukkyd from the tre, 
Jhesu deyed for shame, man tak heede, 

Gyf thank to Jhesu and bowe to hym thy kne I 

A lie thes thynges considred that I tolde, 

Man, wher evir thu holdist thy passage, 
Toward Jhesu alwey that thu beholde, 

With eye fyx looke.on his visage; 
Crownyd with thorn for our gret outrage. 

Have this in mynde and lerne o thing of me, 
That day noon enmy shal doon us noon damage, 

Whan we to Jhesu devoutly bowe our kne. 

Witheynne my closet and in my litil couche, 
O blissid Jhesu ! and by my beddys syde. 

That noon enmy nor no feend sYv^ ma \ft\SL^<&^ 
TZie name of Jhesu witVi lae «\v«\ cnvc ^^^^\ 
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My loode-sterre, and my sovereyn guyde, 
In this world heer bothe on lond and se, * 

O Jhesu I Jhesu I for al tho folk provyde, 
Which to thy name devoutly bowe ther kne I 

With Maria callyd Mawdeleyne, 

Erly eche morwe whil that my liffe may dure. 
Fro slouthe and slombre mysilf I shal restreyne, 

To seke Jhesu at his sepulture ; 
Whom for to fynde yif that I may recure, 

To have poeessioun of hym at liberie, 
Ther were in erthe no richere creature, 

To whoom al creaturys bowe shal ther kne. 

In merciful Jhesu, to putte a verray preef 

Of his mercy, that no man disespeyre. 
Upon the cros gafe graunt unto the theef, 

To paradys with hym for to repayre ; 
Took out of helle soulys many a peyre, 

Mawgre Cerberus and al his cruelte, 
O gracious Jhesu I benygne and debonayre, 

Have mercy on alle that bowe to the ther kne ! 

The name of Jhesu I swettest of namys alle I 

Geyn goostly venyms, holsomest tryacle. 
For whosoevir unto this name calle. 

Of cankryd surfetys fynt reles by myracle. 
To eyen blyhde lihte, lanteme, and spectacle. 

And bryhtest myrour of al felicite, 
Support and sheeld, diffence and cheef obstacle. 

To alle that kneele to Jhesu on ther kne. 
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This roial name, moost sovereyn of renoun. 

This name Jhesus, victorious in batail. 
Of hevenly tryumphis the laureat guerdoun, 

The spiritual palme of goostly apparail, 
Celestial prowesse, which may moost avail, 

To sitte with angelis in ther eternal se, 
Th emperial conquest nat gett with plate or mayl. 

But with meeke kneelyng to Jhesu on our kne. 

Patriarkes and prophetis oon by oon, 

Thre lerarchyes and al the ordris nyne, 
Twelve apostlys and martirs everychoon, 

Hooly confessours and every pur virgyne. 
To blissed Jhesu moost meekly shal enclyne, 

Foulys, beestys, and fisshes of the se, 
Kynde hath tauhte hem hy natural disciplyne. 

Meekly to Jhesu to bowe adoun ther kne. 

Ther is no love parfitly i-groundid. 

But it of Jhesu took his original^ 
For upon Jhesu al parfitnesse is foundid, 

Our tour, our castel geyn poweers infernal ; 
Our poortcolys, our bolewerk> and our wal, 

Our sheeld, our pavys, geyn al adversite, 
Our herytage, our guerdoun eternal, 

To whoom alle creaturys bowe shal ther kne. 

Condigne laude nor comendacioun, 

Youe to this name ther can no tonge telle. 

Of goostly foode, richest refeccioun^ 
Hedspryng of grace, of lyffe conduyt and welle; 



238 lydgate's minor poems. 

Jhesu Damyd, ther dar no dragon dwelle> 

BlLssidest bawme of our felicite, 
Alle cancryd soorys and poysouns to repelle, 

From them to Jhesu that knele on ther kne. 

This name Jhesus, by interpretacioun, 

Is for to seyne our blyssid Saviour, 
Our strong Sampson that stranglyd the lioun. 

Our lord, our maker, and our creatour ; 
And by his passioun fro deth our redemptour. 

Our Orpheus that fro captyvyte 
Feit Erudice to his celestial tour, 

To whom alle creaturys bowe shal ther kne. 

At wellys five licour I shal drawe. 

To wasshe the rust of my synnys bly ve, 
Wheer al mysteryes of the oold and newe lawe 

Took orygynal morally to descry ve ; 
I meene the wellys of Cristis woundys five, 

Wherby we cleyme of merciful pite, 
Thoruhe helpe of Jhesu, at gracious poort t'aryve, 

Ther to have mercy kneelyng on our kne. 

J. in Jhesu set for jocunditas, 

Gynnyng and ground of al goostly gladnesse ; 
E. next in ordre is eternitas, 

Tokne and signe of eternal brihtenesse ; 
S. set for sanitas, socour ageyn syknesse, 

U. for ubertaSy of spiritual plente ; 
S, for suavitaa^ from 'w\iom co\xi^\,\\ ^V ^swetuesse 
To them that kneele to JW&w ow VJcvet VxiO^^. 
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J. in Jhesu is joye that nevir shal eende ; 

£. signifieth evirlastyng suffisaunce ; 
S. our Savacioun, whan we shal hens weende; 

V. his five voundys that made us aquytaunce ; 
Fro Sathanys myhte thoruhe his meeke suffraunce, 

S. for the sacrament which ech day we may se, 
In fourme of breed to save us fro myschaunce, 

Whan we devoutly receyve it on our kne. 

J. fro Jacob ; H. from Abraham 

The lyne descendyng by generacioun ; 
C. stant for Crist, that from hevene cam, 

Born of a mayde for our redempcioun, 
The sharpe titel tokne of his passioun. 

Whan he was nayled upon the roode tre, 
blissed Jhesu I do remissioun 

To alle that axe mercy on ther kne ! 

Do mercy Jhesu I or that we hens pace, 

Out of this pereillous dreedful pilgrymage, 
Beset with brygauntys leyd wayt in every place, 

With mortal sawt to lettyn oure passage ; 
Among othre I that am falle in age, 

Gretly feblisshed of oold infirmyte, 
Crye unto Jhesu for my synful outrages, 

Rihte of hool herte thus kneelyng on my kne ! 

Lat nat be lost that thu hast bouhte so deere, 

With gold nor silver, but with thy precious blood, 

Our flessh is freel, but short abydyng Kee.ve, 
The oold serpent malicious aiv^>NO^^\ 
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The world unstable, now ebbe, now is flood, 
Eche thyng concludyng on mutabilite, 

Geyn whos daungeers I hold this eonsayl good, 
To prey for mercy to Jhesu on our kne. 

And undir suppoort, Jhesu« of thy favour, 

Or I passe hens, this hooUy myn entent, 
To make Jhesu to be cheef surveyour. 

Of my laste wyl set in my Testament ; 
Which of mysilfe am insufficient. 

To rekne or counte but mercy and pite, 
Be preferryd or thu do jugement. 

To alle that calle to Jhesu oh ther kne. 

Age is crope in, callith me to my grave. 

To make reknyng how I my tyme have spent, 
Bareyn of vertu, alias ! who shal me save 

Fro feendys daunger, t acounte for my talent ? 
But Jhesu be my staff and my potent, 

Ovir streyt audit is lik t encoumbre me, 
Or doom be yove but mercy be present. 

To alle that kneele to Jhesu on ther kne. 

Now in the name of my lord Jhesus, 

Of rihte hool herte in al my best entent. 
My lyffe remembryng froward and vicious, 

Ay contrary to the comaundement 
Of Crist Jhesu, now with avisement. 

The lord besechyng to have mercy and pite. 
My youthe, myn age, Yvonv iVval I Iva-ve myspent, 

With this wooxd se^d ktveeVj^^ wv m>j Vx^a. 
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Jbesu I mercy, with support of thy grace. 

For thy meek passioun remembre on my compleynt, 
Duryng my lyf with many gret trespace, 
By many wrong path wher I have mys-went ; 

1 now purpoose, by thy grace influent> 

To write a tretys of surfetys doon to the, 
And callyn it my last Testament, 
With Jhesu mercy I kneelyng on my kne I 

TESTAMENTUM IN NOMINE JHESU. 

The yeeris passyd of my tendir youthe. 

Off my fresshe age seryd the grennesse. 

Lust appallyd, th experience is cowthe, 

The unweeldy joyntes starkyd with rudnesse, 

The cloudy sihte mystyd with dirknesse, 

Withoute redres, recure, or amendys, 

Lo me of deth han brouhte in the kalendys. 

Of myspent tyme a fool may weel compleyne, 
Thyng impossible ageyn for to recure, 
Dayes lost in ydil no man may restreyne. 
Them to refourme by noon aventure ; 
Eche mortal man is callid to the lure 
Of dethe, alias I uncerteyn the passage, 
Whoos cheef maryneer is callyd crokyd age. 

Oon of his bedellys, namyd febilnesse, 
Cam with his potent instede of a maas, 
Somowned me, and aftir cam syknesse, 
Malencolyk, erthely, ad pale of faas ; 
With ther waraunt thes tweyne gan manaas, 
How deth of me his dew deUe »o\x\i\fc. 
And to a bed of langoui ttie^ me\itQiviSDXfc» 
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Wher unto me anoon ther did appeere, 
Whyl that I lay compleynyng in a traunce, 
Clad in a mantyl a M^oman sad of cheere, 
Blak was hir habite, sobre was hir contenaunce, 
Straunge of hir poort, froward of daliaunce, 
Castyng hir look to me-ward in certeyn, 
Lych as of me she had disdeyn. 

This sayd woman was callyd remembraunce 
Of myspent tyme in youthys lustynesse, 
Which to recorde did me gret grevaunce ; 
Than cam hir sustir namyd pensiffnesse 
For olde surfetys, and gan unto me dresse, 
A wooful bille which brouhte unto my mynde, 
My grete outrages of long tyme left behynde. 

Lyggyng allone I gan to ymagyne, 

How with foure tymes departyd is the yeer. 

First how in Ver the soyl t enlumyne, 

Buddys gynne opne ageyn the sonne cleer, 

The bawme up-reysed, moost sovereyn and enteer, 

Oute of the roote doth naturally ascende, 

With newe lyveree the bareyn soyle t amende. 

The honysoucle, the froisshe prymerollys, 
Ther levys splaye at Phebus up-rysyng. 
The amerous fowlys with motetys and caroUys, 
Salwe that sesoun every morwenyng, 
Whan Aurora, hir licour distillyng, 
Sent on herbys the peeiV^ dto^^s ^heene, 
Of silvir dewy 8 t'eiAum^ne mVXi VJaa ^t^^t^fe* 
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This t3rine Ver is namyd of grennesse, 
Tyme of joye, of gladnesse, and dispoort, 
Tyme of growyng, cheef moodir of fresshenesse, 
Tyme of rejoisshyng, ordeyned for coumfoort ; 
Tyme whan tyme makithe his resoort. 
In gerysshe Marche toward the ariete. 
Our Emysperye to gladen with his hete. 

Whiche sesoun prykethe fresshe corages, 
Rejoisshethe beestys walkyng in ther pasture, 
Causith briddys to syngen in ther cages, 
Whan blood renewyth in every creature, 
Som observaunce doyng to nature, 
Which is of Ver callyd cheef pryncesse, 
And undyr God ther worldly emperesse. 

And for this lusty sesoun agreable, 
Of gladnesse hath so gret avauntage, 
By convenyent resouns ful notable^ 
Therto ful weel resemblith childisshe age, 
Quyk, greene, fresshe, and delyvere of corage ; 
For rihte as Ver ay moreth in grennesse, 
So doth childhood in amerows lusty nesse 

This quykyng sesoun, nutrityff, and good, 

Of his nature hath tweyne qualitees. 

Of hoot and moyst wbiche longe also to blood, 

In ther ascensioun upward by degrees, 

Of kyndly rihte, the which propirtees, 

By natural heete and tempeYal mQ\«\.\«e^ 

Reknyd in childhod fouTtene ^eex ^olOci «cA»:^^' 



^^ 
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Thus in sixe thynges by ordre men may seen, 
Notable accoord and just convenience, 
Blood, eyr, an Ver, southe and merydien, 
And age of childhood by natural assbtence. 
Which vfhW they stonde in ther fresse premynence, 
Heete and moysture directyth ther passages. 
With greene fervence t'affore yong corages. 

First Zephirus with his blastys soote, 
Enspireth Ver with newe buddy s greene, 
The bawme ascendith out of every roote, 
Causyng with flourys ageyn the sonne sheene. 
May among moneths sitte lyk a queene, 
Hir sustir April wattryng hir gardynes. 
With holsom shoures shad in the tendyr vynes. 

This tyme of Ver, Flora doth hir cure, 
With pleyn motles passyng fresshe and gaye, 
Purpil colours wrouhte by dame nature, 
Mounteyns, valys, and meedewys for tWaye, 
Hir warderobe open list nat to delaye. 
Large mesour to shewe out and to sheede, 
Tresours of fayrye which she doth poosseede. 

This sesoun Ver moost plesaunt to childhood, 
With hire chapirlettys greene, whit, and reede, 
In which tyme the newe yonge blood. 
Hoot and moyst, ascendith up in deede, 
Rejoisshyng hertys as it abrood doth spreede, 
Weenyng this sesoun amou^ \.Vife\^ tsi^extkls alle, 
Shuld nevir discresen hot gj^^^^^. 
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The variauDt sesoun of this stormy age 
Abraydeth evere on newfangilnesse, 
Now frownyng cheer, now fressh of visage, 
Now glad, now lihte, now trouble and hevynesse, 
Wylde as an hert now moornyng for sadnesse, 
Stormysshe as Marche, with chaungis ful sodeyiie, 
AfftiT cleer shynyng to tourne and make it reyne. 

Off this sesoun lust halt reyne and brydil, 

Seelde or nevir abydyng in o poynt, 

Now passyng besy, now dissolut, now ydil, 

Now a good felawe, now al out of joynt. 

Now smothe, now stark, now lyk an hard purpoynt, 

Now as the peys of a dyal goth, 

Now gerysshe glad and anoon aftir wrothe. 

Lych as in Ver men gretly them delite 

To beholde the bewte sovereyne 

Of thes blosmys, som blew, rede, and white. 

To whos fresshnesse no colour may atteyne, 

But than unwarly comyth a wynd sodeyne. 

For no favour list nat for to spare 

Fresshnesse of brauuchys, for to make hem bare. 

This sesoun Ver stant evir in nouncerteyne. 

For som oon hour, thouhe Phebus fresshely shyne. 

In Marchys wedrys it sodeynly wil reyne. 

Which of the day al dirknesse doth declyne ; 

And semblably a lyknesse to diffyne, 

Men seen childre, of berthe 'jon^ wid ^%«ftfc^ 

Buryed witheyne the yeer^a ot M\.^cii^> 
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Whan Ver is fresshest of blosmys and of flourys^ 
An unwar storm his fresshnesse may apayre. 
Who may withstonde the steme sharp shourys 
Of dethys power, wher hym list repayre ? 
Thouhe the feturis fresshe, angelik and fayre, 
Shewe out in childhood » as any cristal cleer, 
Dethe can difface hem witheyne fyfteene yeere. 

Ver is sesoun doth but a while abyde, 
Skarsly thre monethys he holdith heer sojour, 
The age of childhood rekne on the tothir syde. 
In his encrees up-growyng as a flour ; 
But whan that deth manacithe with his shour, 
In such caas he can no moor diflence, 
Than crokyd age in his moost impotence. 

Ver and ech sesoun mot by processe fade, 
In Ver of age may be no sekirnesse, 
Eche hath his hourys, hevy and eek glade> 
Ther sesouns meynt with joye and hevynesse, 
Now fayr, now foul> now helthe, now siknesse, 
To shewe a maner lyknesse and ymage, 
Our dwellyng heere is but a pilgrymage. 

And for my part I can remembre weel, 
Whan I gladdest in that fresshe sesoun, 
Lyk brotyl glas^ nat stable, nor lyk steel. 
Fere out of arrest, wylde of condicioun, 
Savagyne voyd of al resoun, 
Lyk a phane ay tornyng to axv^ S.T00, 
Or lyk an horloge wYian t\i% ^e^^ '^^ ?>^^- 
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Yove to unthrift and dissolucioun, 
Stood unbrydlyd of al good goverDaunce, 
Which remerabryd by meek confessioun, 
Now with my potent to fynden allegeaunce. 
Of oold surfetys contryt, with repentaunce. 
To the Jhesu I make my passage, 
Rehersyng trespacys doon in my tendir age. 

But to directe by grace my mateere, 
Meekly kneelyng Jhesu in thy presence, 
I me purpoose to gynne with prayeere, 
Undir thy merciful fructuous influence. 
So thu, Jhesu, of thy benyvolence. 
To my requestys by merciful attendaunce, 
Graunt or I deye shrift, hosyl, repentaunce I 

My wrecchyd lyfe t* amenden and correcte, 

I me purpoose with suppoort of thy grace. 

Thy deth, thy passioun, thy cros •[•, shal me directe, 

Which suffredist deeth, Jhesu, for our trespace ; 

Iw ecche unworthy to looke upon thy face. 

Thy feet embracyng fro whiche I shal nat twynne, 

Mercy requeeryng, thus I wyl begynne. 

ORATIO PERVIA HUMILITER CONFITENTIS. 

" O myhty lord, of poweer myhtiest, 

Withoute whom al force is febilnesse, 
Bountevous Jhesu, of good goodliest, 

Mercy thy bedel or thu thy doomys dresse, 



248 lydgate's minor poems. 

Delayest rigour to punysshe my wikkydnesse, 
Lengest abydyng, lothest to do vengaunce^ 

blyssed Jhesu I of thyn hihe goodnesse, 
Graunt, or I deye^ shrift^ hosyl, repentaunce I 

^* Thouhe thu be myhety, thu art eek merciable 
To alle folkys that meekly hem repente, 

1 a wrecche contagious and coupable, 

To alle outrages reedy for t' assente^ 
But of hool herte and wyl in myn entente^ 

Of oolde and newe, al vicious govemaunce. 
Of youthe, of age, and of mystyme spente, 

Graunt, or I deye, shrift^ hosyl, repentaunce. 



" Off my confessioun receyve the sacrefise. 

By my tonge up offryd unto the. 
That I may seyn in al my best guyse 

Meekly with David, " have mercy upon me ; 
Sauf al my soorys that they nat cankryd be 

With noon old rust of disesperaunce. 
Which of hool herte crye upon my kne, 

Graunt, or I deye, shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 



»» 



" O Jhesu I Jhesu I heere myn orisoun, 

Brydle myn outrage undir thy disciplyne, 
Fetre sensualite, enlumyne my resoun, 

To folwe the tracys of spiritual doctryne ; 
Lat thy grace leede me rihte as lyne, 

With humble herte to live to thy plesaunce, 
And blissed Jhesu, or I this liffe shal fyne, 

Graunt of thy mercy shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 
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" Suffre me to have savour nor swetnesse^ 

But in thy name that callid is Jhesu, 
Al foreyn thyng to me mak bittirnesse^ 

Sauf oonly Jhesu, moost sovereyn of vertu 1 
To my professioun accordyng and moost dew, 

Evere to be preentyd in my remembraunee, 
At myn eende to graunte me this issu, 

To-for my deth shrift, hosil, repentaunee. 

'* No lord bnt Jhesu, moost merciable and benygne. 

Which of mercy took our humanyte, 
And, of love to shewe a sovereyn signe, 

SufTredist passioun upon the roode tre ; 
Oonly to fraunchise our mortalite. 

Which stood in daunger of Sathanys encoumbraunce ; 
Or I passe hens, Jhesu, graunt unto me, 

To-for my deih, shrift, hosii, repentaunee. 

*' I am excited and meevyd of nature. 

This name of Jhesu sovereynly to preyse. 
Name comendid moost hihely in Scripture, 

Whiche name hath poweer dede men to reise 
To liff eternal, whos vertu doth so peyse, 

Ageyn my synnes weyed in baliaunce. 
That grace and mercy shal so counterpeyse, 

Graunt, or I deye, shrift, hosyl, repentaunee. 

" Lat me nat reste nor have no quyete, 
Occupye my soule with spiritual travayl. 

To synge and seyn " O mercy, Jhesu swete l" 
My proteccioun geyn frendys in batayl. 
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Sette asyde al othir apparayl, 

And in Jhesu put hool myn affiaunce, 

Tresour of tresoures, that me moost avayl, 
Graunt, or I deye, shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 

" Myn feith, myn hoope, to the, Jhesu, doth calle. 

Which glorious name shal nevir out of mynde ; 
I shal the seeke, what hap that evyr befalle. 

By grace and mercy in trust I shal the fynde ! 
And but I did, trewly I were unkynde. 

Which for my sake wer percyd with a launce. 
Unto the herte, Jhesu, leff nat behynde, 

Graunt, or I deye, shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 

^* Ther is no God but thu, Jhesu, allone I 

Sovereynest and eek most merciful, 
Fayrest of faire, erly, late, and soone. 

Stable and moost strong, pitous and rihteful, 
Refourmyng synners that been in vertu dul, 

Dawntyng the proude, meeknesse to enhaunce, 
Thy toune of mercy is evir i-liche ful, 

Graunt, or I deye, shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 

" Suffre of mercy I may to the speke, 

O blissed Jhesu I and goodly do adverte. 
Who shal yeve me leiser out to breke, 

That thu Jhesu mayst entren in myn herte, 
Ther t* abyde moor neere than my sherte. 

With aureat lettris grave ther in substaunce. 
Provide for me and lat it nat asterte, 

Graunt, or I deye, shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 
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** Sey to my soule, Jhesu, thu art myn helthe, 

Heeryng this voys aftir I shal purswe, 
Skore that place from al goostly felthe. 

And vice alle fro thens do remwe, 
Thyn Hooly Goost close in that litil mwe. 

Part nat lihtely, mak such chevisaunce, 
T* encrese in vertu and vices to eschewe, 

And^ or I deye, shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 

" Shew glad thy face, and thy lihte doun sheede, 

The merciful lihte of thyn eyen tweyne, 
On me thy servaunt which hath so mooche neede, 

For his synnes to weepen and compleyne; 
And blissid Jhesu I of mercy nat disdeyne, 

Thy gracious shourys lat reyne in habundaunce^ 
Upon myn herte t* adewen every veyne, 

And, or I deye, shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 

" Save me thy servaunt, O lord ! in thy mercy. 

For lak of whiche lat me nat be confoundid, 
For in the, Jhesu, myn hoope stant fynally. 

And al my trust in the, Jhesu, is groundid ; 
For my synnes thynk, Jhesu, thu were woundid 

Nakid on the roode, by mortal gret penaunce. 
By which the poweer of Sathan was confoundid, 

Graunt, or I deye, shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 

"Thu art, Jhesu, my socoure and refuge, 

Geyn every tempest and turbulacioun. 
That worldly wawes with there mortal deluge, 

Ne drowne me nat in ther dreedful dongoun ; 
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Wher karibdys hath domynacioun, 
And Circes syngeth songis of disturbaunce, 

To passe that daunger be my proteccioun, 
Graunt, or I deye, shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 

" Who shal give me lych to myn entent? 

That thu, Jhesu, maist make thyn herbergage. 
By recey vyng of th' ooly sacrament, 

Into myn herte, which is to myn oold age 
Repast eternal geyn al foreyn damage, 

Dewly receyved with devout observaunce. 
Celestial guerdoun, eende of my pilgrymage, 

Is shrift, hosyl, and hertly repentaunce. 

" I feele myn herte brotel and ruynous, 

Nat purefied, Jhesu, therin to reste ; 
But as a carpenteer comyth to a broken hous, 

Or an artificeer reparith a riven cheste, 
So thu, Jhesu, of craffty men the beste, 

Repare my thouhte broke with mysgovemaunce, 
Visite my soule, myn herte of steel thu breste, 

Graunt, or I deye, shryft, hosyl, repentaunce. 

«* With wepyng eyen and a contryt cheere, 

Accepte me, Jhesu, and my compleynt conceyve. 
As moost unwurthy t' apeere at thyn awteer, 

Whiche in mysilfe no vertu apparceyve ; 
But yif thy mercy by grace me recey ve, 

By synful lyvyng brouhte unto uttraunce, 
Preye with good hoope which may me nat deceyve, 

Graunt, or I deye, shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 
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" Cryeng to the that deydest on the rood. 

Which with thy blood wer steyned and maad reed, 
And on sheerthursday gafe us to oure food 

Thy blissid boody, Jhesu, in foorme of breed ; 
To me moost synful graunt or I be deed. 

To cleyne by mercy for myn enheritaunce, 
That with sharp thorn wer crownyd on thyn heed, 

Or I passe hens, shryf^;, hosyl, repentaunce. 

*' And oon requeste in especial, 

Graunt me Jhesu whyl I am heer alyve, 
Evir have enprentyd in my memorial, 

The remembraunce of thy woundys five, 
Naylles with the spere that did thyn herte ryve. 

Thy crown of thorn, which was no smal penaunce, 
Language and tonge me dewly for to shryve, 

The hooly unctioun, shrift, hosyl, repentaunce. 

" Alle the toknys of thy passioun, 

I pray the, Jhesu, grave hem in my memorye 
Dewly marke myd centre of my resoun, 

On Calvary thy tryumphal victorye, 
Man to restoore to thyn eternal glorye. 

By mediacioun of thy meeke sufiraunce, 
Out of this exil unswre and transitorye, 

And whan I passe, shrifit, hosyl, repentaunce. 

" Of thy mercy requeryng the to myne. 

Of my mynde the myd poynt moost profounde, 

This woord, Jhesu, my fy ve wittys t* enlumyne. 
In lengthe and breede, lyk a large wounde. 
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Al ydel thouhtis t'avoyde hem and confounde, 
Thy cros, thy scorgis, thy garnement cast at chau 

The rope, the pilere to which thu wer bounde, 
Graunt^ or I deye, shrift, hosil, repentaunce. 

'' Of this prayeer meekly I make an eende, 

Undir thy merciful supportacioun, 
O gracious Jhesu ! grauut whereevir I weende, 

To have memory upon thy passiouu. 
Testimonial of my redempcioun, 

In my Testament set for allegaunce, 
This clause last of my peticioun, 

Graunt, or I deye, shrift, hosil, repentaunce." 



Duryng the tyrae of this sesoun Ver, 

I meene the sesoun of my yeerys greene, 

Gynnyng fro childhood stretchithe up so fere, 

To the yeerys accountyd ful fifteene, 

B* experience, as it was weel scene, 

The gerisshe sesoun straunge of condiciouns, 

Dispoosyd to many unbridlyd passiouns. 

Voyd of resoun, yove to wilfulnesse, 
Froward to vertu, of thrift gafe litil heede, 
Loth to leme^ lovid no besynesse, 
Sauf pley or merthe, straunge to spelle or reede, 
Folwyng al appetites longyng to childheede, 
Lihtly tournyng, wylde and seelde sad, 
Weepyng for nouhte and anoon afftir glad. 
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For litil wroth to stryve with my felawe. 
As my passiouDs did my bridil leede. 
Of the yeerde somtyme I stood in awe, 
To be scooryd that was al my dreede, — 
Loth toward scole, lost my tyme indeede, 
Lik a yoDg colt that ran withowte brydll. 
Made my freendys ther good to spende in ydil. 

I hadde in custom to come to scole late, 
Nat for to lerne but for a contenaunce^ 
With my felawys reedy to debate^ 
To jangle and jape was set al my plesaunce, 
Wherof rebukyd this was my chevisaunce, 
To forge a lesyng and therupon to muse, 
Whan I trespasyd mysilven to excuse. 

To my bettre did no reverence, 

Of my sovereyns gafe no fors at al, 

Wex obstynat by inobedience, 

Ran into gardyns, applys ther I stal ; 

To gadre frutys sparyd hegg nor wal, 

To plukke grapys in othir mennys vynes. 

Was moor reedy than for to seyn matynes. 

My lust was al to scorne folke and jape, 

Shrewde tornys evir among to use. 

To skoffe and mowe lyk a wantoun ape, 

Whan I did evil othre I did accuse ; 

My wittys five in wast I did abuse, 

Rediere chirstoonys for to telle. 

Than gon to chirche or heere the sacry belle. 
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Loth to ryse, lother to bedde at eve, 
With uDwassh handys reedy to dyneer, 
My pater noster, my crede, or my beleeve. 
Cast at the cok, loo ! this was my maneere ; 
Wavid with eche wynd, as doth a reed speere, 
Snybbyd of my frendys such techechys for t*amende, 
Made deffe ere lyst nat to them attende. 

A child resemblyng which was nat lyk to thryve, 

Froward to God, reklees in his servise, 

Loth to correccioun, slouhe mysylfe to shryve, 

Al good thewys reedy to despbe ; 

Cheef bellewedir of feyned trwaundise ; 

This is to meene mysilf I cowde feyne, 

Syk lyk a trwaunt, felte no maneere peyne. 

My poort, my pas, my foot alwey unstable. 
My look, myn eyen, unswre and vagabounde^ 
In al my werkys sodeynly chaungable, 
To al good thewys contrary I was founde ; 
Now ovir sad, now moornyng, now jocounde, 
Wilful rekles^ mad stertyng as an hare, 
To folwe my lust for no man wold I spare. 

Entryng this tyme into religioun, 
Unto the plouhe I putte forth myn hoond^ 
A yeer compleet made my profession n, 
Considryng litil charg of thilke boond ; 
Of perfectioun ful good exaumple I foond, 
The techyng good in me was al the lak, 
With Lootys wyff I lookyd ofte bak. 
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Tauhte of my maistris by vertuous disciplyne, 
My look restreyne and keepe clos my sihte, 
Of blyssed Benyt to folwe the doctryne. 
And ber me lowly to every maneere wihte; 
By the advertence of myn inward sihte, 
Cast to God- ward of hool affectioun, 
To folwe th'emprises of my professioun. 

His hooly rewlc was unto me rad, 

And expownyd in ful notable wise, 

By vertuous men religious and sad, 

Ful weel expert, discreet, prudent, and wise. 

And observauncys of many goostly emprise ; 

I herd al weel, but touchyng to the deede 

Of that they tauhte, I took but litil heede. 

Of religioun I weryd a blak habite, 
Oonly outward as by apparence. 
To folwe that charge savouryd but ful lite, 
Sauf by a maneer countirfet pretence. 
But in effect ther was noon existence, 
Lyk the ymage of Pygmalioon, 
Shewyd liffiy and was nat but of stoon. 

Upon the laddere with stavys thryes thre. 
The nyne degrees of vertuous meeknesse, 
Callyd in the rewle grees of humylit6, 
Wheron t ascende, my feet me lyst nat dresse. 
But by a maneer feyned fals humblesse. 
So covertly whan folkys wer present, 
Oon to shewe outward, anothir in my entent. 
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First wher as I forsook myn owne wil, 
Shett with a lok of obedyence, 
T obeye my sovereyns, as it was rihte and skil. 
To folwe the scoole of parfihte pacience, 
To my eynes doon worship and reverence, 
Folwyng the revers, took al anothir weye. 
What I was bodyn, I cowde wel disobeye. 

With tonge at large and brotil conscience, 
Ful of woordys, disordynat of language, 
Rekles to keepe my lippys in silence, 
Mouth, eye, and eerys> tooke ther avauntage> 
To have ther cours unbrydlid by outrage, 
Out of the reynes of attemperaunce. 
To sensualite gaff al the governaunce. 

* 

Watche out of tyme, ryot and dronkenesse, 
Unfructuous talkyng, imtemperat diete, 
To veyn fablys I did myn eerys dresse, 
Fals detractioun among was to me swete ; 
To talke of vertu me thouht it was not mete 
To my corage nor my complectioun. 
Nor nouht that sownyd toward perfectioun. 

Oon with the firste to take my dispoort. 

Last that aroos to come to the queer. 

In contemplacioun I fond but smal coumfoort, 

Hooly historyes did to me no cheer ; 

I savouryd mor in good wyn that was cleer, 

And every hour my passage for to dresse. 

As I seide erst, to ryot or excesse. 
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Rowde grucche and fond no cause why, 
Causelees.ofte compleyned on my fare^ 
Geyn my correcciouns answeryd frowardly, 
Withoute reverence lyst no man to spare ; 
Of al vertu and pacience I was bare, 
Of reklees youthe lyst noon heed to take^ 
What Crist Jhesu suffryd for my sake. 

Which now remembryng in my latter age, 

Tyme of my childhood, as I reherse shal, 

Witheyne fifteene holdyng my passage, 

Mid of a cloistre depict upon a wal ; 

I sauhe a crucifix^ whos woundys were nat smal, 

With this woord vide writen ther besyde, 

" Behold my meeknesse, O child, and lefe thy pride." 

The which woord whan I did undirstonde. 

In my last age takyng the sentence, 

Theron remembryng my penne I took in honde, 

Gan to write with humble reverence. 

On this woord vide of humble dilligence, 

In remembraunce of Cristis passioun. 

This litil dite, this compilacioun. 

LYK A LAMBE OFFRYD IN SACRIFICE. 

Behoold, O man, left up thyn eye and see. 

What mortal peyne I suffryd for thy trespace. 
With pitous voys I crye and sey to the, 

Behoold my woundys I behoold my bloody face I 
Behold the rebukys that do me so menace. 

Behold myn enmyes that do me so despise, 
And how that I, to refourme the to grace. 

Was Uk a iamb ofPryd in aacn$iae\ 
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Behold the paynemys of whom I was take I 

Behold the cordys with which that I was bounde ! 
Behold the armwrys which made myn herte quake! 

Behold the gardyn in which that I was founde 1 
Behold how Judas took thrytty penyes rounde I 

Behoold his tresour I behold his covetise I 
Behold how I, with many a mortal wounde. 

Was lyk a lamb offryd in sacrifise I 

See my disciple which that hath me sold, 

And see his feyned fals salutacioun, 
And see the mony which that he hath told, 

And see his kissyng of fals decepcioun ; 
Behold also the compassyd fals tresour, 

Take as a theef with lantemys in there guyse^ 
And aftirward for mannys redempcioun, 

Was like a lamb offryd in sacrifise. 

Behold to Caiphas how I was presentyd. 

Behold how Pilat list geve me no respyt. 
Behold how bisshopis wer to my deth assentyd. 

And se how Herowd had me in despit, 
And lik a fool how T was clad in whit, 

Drawen as a feloun in moost cruel wyse, 
And last of alle I, aftir ther delit. 

Was lik a lamb offryd in sacrifise. 

Behold the mynystrys which had me in keepyng, 
Behold the piler and the roopis stronge, 

Wher I was bounde my sides doun bleedyng, 
Moost felly beete with ther scoorgis longe ; 
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Behold the batail that I did uDdirfonge, 
The broDt abydyng of there mortal emprise, 

Thoruhe ther accusyng and ther sclaundrys wronge, 
Was lii& a lamb offryd id sacrifise. 

Behold and see the hatful wrecchidnesse 

Put ageyn me, to my confusioun, 
Myn eyen hyd and blyndid with derknesse, 

Bete and eek bobbid by fals illusioun, 
Salwed in scorn by ther fals knelyng doun, 

Behold al this, and se the mortal guyse, 
How I oonly, for mannys savacioun, 

Was Ilk a lamb ofFrid in sacrifise. 

See the witnessis by whom I was deceyved I 

Behold the jugis that gafe my jugement! 
Behold the cros that was for me devised I 

Behold my boody with betyng al to rent . 
Behold the peeple which, of fals entent, 

Causelees did ageyns me rise, 
Which lik a lamb of malys innocent, 

Was for mankynde offrid in sacrifise. 

Behold the women that folwyd me aferre. 

That sore wepte whan I thus was assailed, 
Behold the Jewys which, by there cruel werre, 

Han my body unto a cros i-nayled ; 
Behold my tormentys moost sharply apparailed, 

Attween too thevys put to my . . . 
Beholde how moche my deth hath eek avayled, 

That was for man ofirid in sacrifise. 
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Behold the spere moost sharply grounde and whet, 

Myn herte woundid upon the rihte syde, 
Behold the reed speer, galle, and eysel fett, 

Behold the scornyngis which that I did abyde. 
And ray five woundys that were maad so wyde. 

Which no man lyst of routh to advertise. 
And thus I was of meeknesse ageyn pryde, 

To mannys offence offrid in sacrifise ! 

See my disciplis how they ha me forsake, 

And fro me fled almoost everychon, 
See how thei sleepte and list nat with me wake, 

Of mortal dreed they lefft me al allon, 
Except my moodir and my cosyn Seyn John, 

My deth compleynyng in moost doolful wise. 
See fro my cros they wolde nevir gon. 

Fro mannys offence whan I did sacrifise. 

See how that I was jugid to the deth. 

See Baraban goon at his liberte. 
See with a speere how Longius me sleth, 

Behold too licoures distyllyng doun fro me^ 
See blood and watir, by merciful plente, 

Rayle by my sides which auhte I nouhe sufiise, 
To man whan I upon the roode tre, 

Was lik a lamb offrid in sacrifise. 

Behold the knyhtis which, by ther froward chaunce. 
Sat for my clothys at the dees to pleye I 

Behold my moodir swownyng for grevaunce, 
Upon the cros whan she sauhe me deye I 
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Behold the sepulcre in which my boonys leye. 
Kept with strong watche tyl I did arrise I 

Of helle gatys see how I brak the keye, 
And gaf for man my blood in sacrifise I 

Ageyn thy pryde, behold my gret meeknesse I 

Geyn thyn envye, behold my charite I 
Geyn thy lecherye^ behold my chaast clennesse I 

Geyn thy covetise, behold my poverte I 
Attween too theevys nayled to a tre, 

Railed with reed blood, they list me so disguyse. 
Behold, O man ! al this I did for the^ 

Meek as a lamb offrid in sacrifise I 

Behold my love, and gife me thyn ageyn, 

Behold I deyed thy raunsoqn for to paye, 
See how myn herte is open, brood, and pleyn. 

Thy goostly enmyes oonly to affraye. 
An hardere batayl no man myhte assay e, 

Of alle tryumphes the grettest hihe emprise, 
Wherfor, O man I no lenger the dismay e, 

I gaffe my blood for the in sacrifise ! 

Turne hoom ageyn, thy synne do forsake. 

Behold and see yif ouhte be lefit behynde, 
How I to mercy am redy the to take, 

Gyff me thyn herte and be no mor unkynde ; 
Thy love and myn togidre do hem bynde. 

And let hem nevir parte in no wyse, 
Whan thu wer lost thy soule ageyn to fynde, 

My blood I offryd for the in sacrifise. 
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EnpreDte this thynges in thyn inward thouhte, 

And grave hem deepe in thy remembraunce, 
Thynk on hem weel and forgete hem nouhte^ 

Al this I suffryd to do the allegaunce ; 
And with my seyntis to yeve the sufEsaunee, 

In the hevenly court for the I do devise, 
A place eternal of al plesaunce, 

For which my blood I gaff in sacrifise. 

And mor my mercy to putten at a preeff. 

To every synnere that noon ne shal it mys, 
Eemembre how I gafe mercy to the theeff. 

Which had so long trespacyd and doon amys, 
Went he nat freely with me to paradys ; 

Ha this in mynde, how it is my guyse, 
Alle repentaunt to bryng hem to my blys. 

For whom my blood I gaf in sacrifise. 

Tarye no lenger toward thyn heritage, 

Hast on thy weye and be of rihte good cheere^ 
Go ech day onward on thy pilgrymage, 

Thynk how short tyme thu shalt abyde heer I 
Thy place is biggyd above the sterrys cleer. 

Noon erthely paleys wrouhte in so statly wyse, 
Com on my freend, my brothir moost enteer, 

For the I offryd my blood in sacrifise. 



NOTES. 



p. 2, 1. 11.— "Lambeth Palace." The number of the 
manuscript to which I allude is vii, which contains a veiy 
curious account, in Latin, of the pageants upon this occasion. 

P. 2, 1. 27. — " Crouned Kyng of Fraunce." So in our 
author's poem on the Kings, we have : 

" In his regne, the Tiij. ^ere. 
He was crownyd att Westmynslir ; 
In the X. yere, by and by, 
He was crownyd in Parystrewly." 

MS. Harl. 78, fol. 72. 

P. 6, 1. 11. — "A sturdy champion." "Whan the King 
was commyn to the bridge, there was devysed a myghty 
gyaunt standynge with a swerde drawyn." — FahiarCs Chro- 
nicle, edited by Ellis, p. 603. 

P. 11, 1. 10.—" Precyane." That is, Priscian. 

P. 11, 1. 16. — "Boece." Boetiuswas the standing author- 
ity for music throughout the middle ages. " Multum vero 
auxit Boethii auctoritatem his seculis, quod de arte musica 
scripserit." — Bnickeri Hist PhiL tom. iii. p. 666, 

P. 11, 1. 20.— "Withe touche of strengis." So in the 
epigram of the Emperor Julian, Anthol. Gr. iii. Ill : 

'Old' awa\6v (TKipr&VTti: drroOXijiovtnv doidriv. 

P. 1 1, 1. 23.—" Chees Pyktegoras." Pythagoras, as the 
inventor of the multiplication table, is often referred to as the 
head of arithmetical science. 
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p. II, 1. 27. '' Albumusard." Aboumasar, an Arabian 
astronomer of the tenth century. 

P. 15, 1. 26.—" The tone was Enok, the toder whas Elye." 
These two holy men were supposed to be the guardians of 
Paradise ; in the poem on " Cocaygne," edited by Wright in 
the " Altdeutsche Blatter," i. 396, is the following curious 
satirical notice of this general belief: 

" Th(^h paradis be miri and brigt, 
Cokajgn is of fSurir sigt. 
What is ther in paradis 
Bot grasse and flure and grene ris ? 
Thog ther be joi and gret dute, 
Ther nis mete bote frute ; 
Ther nis haUe, bare no bench ; 
Bot watir manis thurst to quench. 
Beth ther no men bot two, 
Hely and Enok also : 
Elinglich may hi go, 
Whar ther wonith men no mon." 

P. 22, 1. 14. — ^'* Let no man host." This song is an illus- 
tration of the old proverb, 

" As seas do eb and flo, 
So riches ciun and go." 

MS. Sloan. 1, fol. 312. 

P. 23, 1. 21. — " The royall lyon." It is scarcely necessary 
to observe that Lydgate refers here to the well-known ^sopian 
fable. 

P. 30, L 12.—" Two and thretty." Compare the following 
lines from MS. Rawl. Ozon. Poet. 32, fol. ult. 

" xxxy. tethe that bethe full kene, 
cc. bonjs and nyntene, 
ccc. vaynys syxty and fyve, 
Every man hathe that is aljre." 

P. 46, 1. 17. — ^'*Hexe gyTi\iel\i" &c. Another copy of 
this ballad is in MS. Ashm. 59. 
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p. 52. — ^Jack Hare. The original of this is an Anglo- 
Norman poem of the 13th century, in MS. Digh. Oxon. 86, 
fol. 94, entitled " De Maimound mal esquier." 

P. 58. — Satirical Ballad. Another copy of this ballad 
is in MS. Fairfax, Oxon. 16, Bern. 3896. 

P. 60. — A Call to Devotion. Another copy of this 
poem is in MS. Ashm. 59. 

P. 66. — Rules for preserving Health. Other copies 
are in MS. Harl. 2252 ; MS. Bodl. 638 ; MS. Rawl. Poet. 
35; MS. Cotton. Calig. A. ij.; MS. Rawl. A. 653; MS. 
Harl. 941 ; and MS. Addit. 10,099,— which last copy has the 
signature of one Thomas Burteue attached to it Care must 
be taken not to confuse this poem with the " Doctryne of 
Pestilence," by the same author. Lydgate seems to have 
used the very opposite principles to those inculcated by Dr. 
John Nevylle, physician to Henry the Eighth, and whose 
rule of conduct is preserved in MS. Sloan. 1, fol. 312 : 

" If fortune chaunce to froune one the, 
And spoyle the of thy store ; 
Then cleve to him which fiaicke hathe, 
A salve for every sore." 

P. 85, I. 19. — "Made two pillers." See the account of 
this legend in my " History of Freemasonry." 

P. 87, 1. 14. — " That Cadmus into Grece sent" Compare 
Vergilius de inventoribus rerum^ lib. i. cap. 6. Most of the 
inventions recited in this poem of Lydgate's are dubious; 
and, as it has been remarked long since, the attribution of 
almost every invention is doubtful. — Pitcarnii Opera, ii. 86. 

P. 87, 1. 17. — " Palamydes." Palamedes is generally stated 
to have added the four letters d, ^, Xi ^^^ 0$ during the 
Trojan wars ; and not three, as stated by Lydgate. Cf. PoL 
Vergilium, lib. i. cap. 6. 

P. 88, 1. 1, 8.—" Calcecaltes," ^^ ^'vsx«s?i^\\'isi^'^ ^^^^^- 
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mecides, cujus quadrigam cum agitatore cooperuit alis musca; 
et Callicrates, cujus fonnicarum pedes atque alia membra 
penridere non est" — Plinii Hist, Nat. xxxvi. 6. ^lian says 
of them : rkOpiirira fikv iiroii^<rav virb fiviag KaXvirrdfitva. — 
Var. Hist. i. 17. Of. Varro de Lingua Laiina, lib.vi. 

P. 88, 1. 15.—" Perdix." Son of the sister of Dsedalus, 
the celebrated mechanist. He is said to have invented the 
saw. His uncle, jealous of bis rising fame, threw him down 
from the top of a tower, when he was changed into the bird 
which bears his name. 

P. 88, 1. 17.—" Phebus." Cf. Ovid. Met. i. 521 : 

" Inventum medicina meum est ; opiferque per orbem 
Dicor ; et herbarum subjecta potentia nobis. 
Hei mihi, quod nuUis amor est medicabilis herbis !" 

P. 88, 1. 23. — " Dionysius." Bacchus " triumphum in- 
venit" — Plin. Hist. Nat. vii. 56. 

P. 88, 1. 27.—" Etholus." Cf. Plin. ih. 

P. 89, 1. 1. — " AristsBus." Ovid attributes the first use of 
honey to Bacchus ; but, according to others, Aristaeus was the 
first who taught the use of bees, honey, and milk, to mankind. 
Cf. Virgilii Georg. lib. iv. 

P. 89, 1. 3. — " Peryodes." " Ignem e cilice Pyrodes Cilicis 
filius." — Plin. H. N. vii. 56. In the metrical translation of 
Bocchus and Sydrake, MS. Harl. 4294, we read: 

" Smjthes crafte was the first that cam, 
Aftre the making of Adam ; 
And therfor it is lorde of alle, 
For nothing that schal to man fialle." 

P. 89, 1. 8.—" Fydo." Phidon of Argos, who died b.c. 
854, according to Strabo, fiBrpa i^vpt km (rraOfio-dg, Cf. 
Plin. Hist. Nat. vii. 56. 

P. 102, 1. 9.—" Maister of storyes." This is Peter Co- 
mestoi; see MS. Harl. 1704. 
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^. P. ^05, 1. 18.— "Cheryes in the ryse." . That is, on .the 
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been a good patron to Lydgate, and the grateful poet seizes ^ ' 
every opportunity to adulate his deceased and regretted . 
master. 

P. 129. — Bycorne and Chichevache. In the Gen-, , • 
tkman^s Magazine for July 1834, Mr. Wright communicated ; •; 
a curious notice of a copy of this poem in the library of Tri- * . ; 
nity College, Cambridge, which has the following rubric: '..*• 
" Loo, sirs, the devise of a peynted or desteyned clothe for an • • 
halle, a parlour, or a chaumbre, devysed by Johan Lidegate,' 
at the request of a worthy citesyn of London." Mr. Wrigjjt ^ 
adds : " Any one who may be desirous of seeing the design off •'♦ , 
such a 'peynted or disteyned clothe,' will find a fair spe— \ 
cimen in a large woodcut, covering a folio broadside, printed, 
if I remember rightly, in the reign of Elizabeth, and preserved,.' * •.' 
among the volumes of proclamations in the library of th^ '.\^ . * 
Society of Antiquaries. It is entitled. Fill-gut, and ^nj5A»\ //• 
belly : one being fat vnth eating good men, the other leane fw • / 
want of good women,^^ One would naturally look to the East u 
for the origin of such a misogynic fable ; but I have never • ^^ 
met with any allusions to it in Oriental writings. 

P. 164. — The Order of Fools. Other copies are in 
MS. Bodl. Oxon. 648, Bern. 2291 ; and MS. Laud. 683, 
Bern. 798. The latter commences as follows : " Here begyn- 
nethe a tale of thre skore ffolys and thre, wiche ar lyk never 
ffor to the." 

P. 171. — The Ram's Horn. Other copies of this are in '*^j 
MS. Ashm. 61; MS. Harl. 1706; MS. Bodl. 686, Bern. 
2527; MS. Lansd. 409 ; and an imperfect one in MS. Harl. '*• 
2251. 

P. 173. — The Concords of Company. Another copy of 
this poem is in MS. Harl. 2251. 

P, 179. — The Chorle and the Bird. Copies of this 
poem in MS. are not numeious", oi^a T[i«:^\ifel<5>MiV\\i'^Si, 

Cotton. Calig. A. ij. 
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P. 189, L 9.—" Panters." That is, traps. See Wright's 
Political Songs, p. 400. 

P. 199. — A Satirical Description of his Lady. Let 
the reader peruse the following lines from MS. Addit 10,336, 
fol. 4 : 

" To sale you are not feyre, I shall belye you ; 

And yf I praise your beautie, then I floute you. 
Yf I desire your love, you say I doe but trie you ; 
Speake faire or foule, I am sure to goe without you." 

P. 206 i — Prayer to St. Leonard. — Another copy of 
this in MS. Laud. 683, Bern. 798. 



The following stanza is ascrihed to Lydgate in one manu- 
script, and is very often found in MSS. Copies are in MS. 
Sloan. 1825; MS. Oxon. Hatton. 73 (94); MS. Douce, 45, 
fol. 116; MS. Oxon. Fairfax, 16. 

** Disceite disceyvythe, and shalle be disceyyed, 
For by disceyte who ys disceyvable? 
Though his disceyte be not oute perceyyed, 
To a discey vour disceyte ys retomable ; 
Fraude quit with fraude is guerdon convenable ; 
For who with fraude, fraudelent ys found ? 
To a defiraudere firaude wolle aye rebound !" 
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